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Sir Giles lynchwood, Member of Parliament for South 
Worfordshire, sat in Ms study and ht a cigar. Outside Ms 
wndow tulips and primroses bloomed, a thrush pecked at the 
lawn and the sun shone doivn out of a cloudless sky. In the 
distance he could see the cliffs of the Cleene Gorge rising above 
the river. 

But Sir Giles had no thoughts for the beauties of the land- 
scape. His mind was occupied with other thmgs; with money 
and Mrs Forthby and the disparity between thmgs as they were 
and thmgs as they might have been. Not that the view from Ms 
^v^ndow was one of uninterrupted beauty. It held Lady Maud, 
and whatever else she might be, nobody m Ms right mmd 
would ever have described her as beautiful. She was large and 
ponderous and possessed a shape that someone had once aptly 
called Rodmesque - certainly Sir Giles, viewing her as dis- 
passionately as six years of marriage allowed, found her monu- 
mentally unattractive. Sir Giles was not particularly fussy 
about external appearances. His fortune had been made by 
recognizmg potential advantage m unprepossessing properties 
and he could justly claim to have evicted more impecumous 
tenants than any other anonymous landlord m London. Maud’s 
appearance was the least of his mantal problems. It was rather 
the cast of her mmd, her outspoken self-assurance, that infuri- 
ated him. That, and the fact that for once in Ms life he was 
lumbered with a ^VIfe he tould not leave and a house he could 
not sell 

Maud was a Handyman and Hand3man Hall had always 
been her family home A vast rambling buildmg with twenty 
bedrooms, a ballroom with a sprung floor, a plumbing system 
that held fascinations for industnal archaeologists but wMch 
hept Su: Giles awake at mght, and a central heating system that 
had been designed to consume coke by the ton, and now 
seemed to gulp oil by the megagallon, Handyman Hall had 
been built in 1899 to make manifest m bricks, mortar and the 
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more hideous furnishings of the period the fact that the 
Handyman family had arrived. Theirs had hecn a brief social 
season. Edward the Seventh had tvdce paid visits to the house, 
on each occasion seducing Mrs Handyman in the mistaken 
belief that she was a chambermaid (a result of the diffidence 


which left her speechless in the presence of Royalty). In re* 
compense for this royal gaffe, and for services rendered, her 
husband Bulstrode was raised to the Peerage. From that brief 
moment of social acceptance the Handymans had sunk to their 
present obscurity. Borne to prominence on a tide of ale — 


Handyman Pale. Handyman Tnple XXX and Handyman West 
Country had been famous in their time ~ they had succumbed 
to a taste for brandy. The first earl of Handyman had died, a 
suspicious husband and an understandably ardent repubhcan, 
m time to achieve posthumous fame as the first cadaver to 
incur Lloyd George’s exorbitant death duties He had been fol- 
lowed almost immediately by his eldest son Bartholomew, 
whose reaction to the taxman’s summons had been to drink 

himself to death on two bottles of his father’s Trois Six de 
Montpelher 


The outbreak of the First World War had completed the 
^ ^ fortunes Boothroyd, the second son, had 

'With his taste buds so irreparably im- 
F. ^ t, f ^ ^ ^ bottle of battery acid to steady 

cfforts to rcstoie 

f-Vi rn t pre-war quahty and popularity bad quite 

m the tide ‘Brewers Extra- 

character o£ theS'L*^ reflected the 

During the ttvendes and ft, m ?' Handyman Brewery, 

confined to a dozen tied housS“rf'Tv^™? 
were forced to consume Bonft, 

of a sense of loyalty to ft. f s appalhng concoctions out 

magistrates (BooZoyd am^’^>’ 

spirituous hquors to anyone If hcences to sell 

had been reduced to hvina m Handymans 

had celebrated the outbreaV^^'F ^reat house and 

teak of the Second World War by 
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ofEering the rest of their home to the War Office. Boothroyd 
had died on Home Guard duty to be succeeded by his brother 
Busby, Maud’s father, and the Hall had served first as a home 
for General de Gaulle’s chief of staff and the entire Free French 
army of that time and later as an Italian prisoner-of-war camp. 
The fourth Earl had done what he could to restore Handyman 
Ale to its previous popularity by reverting to the origmal 
recipe, and to restore the family fortune by using his influence 
to see that the War Office paid a quite disproportionately high 
rent for a buildmg they didn’t want. 

It had been that influence, the Handyman influence, which 
had persuaded Sir Giles that he could do worse than marry 
Lady Maud and through her acquire a seat in Parhament. Look- 
ing back over the years Sir Giles was inclined to think that he 
had paid too high a price for the Hall and social acceptance. A 
marriage of convenience he had calledrit at the time, but the 
term had proved singularly inappropriate. 'Nothing about 
Maud’s appearance had suggested an unduly fastidious attitude 
to sex and Sir Giles had been surprised, not to say pained, by 
her too hteral interpretation of his suggestion on their honey- 
moon that she should tie him to the bed and beat him Sir 
Giles’ screams had been audible a quarter of a mile along the 
Costa Brava and had led to an embarrassmg interview with the 
hotel manager. Sir Giles had stood all the way home and ever 
since had sought refuge in a separate bedroom and in Mrs 
Forthby, in whose flat in St John’s Wood he could at least be 
assured of moderation. To make matters worse there was no 
possibihty of a divorce. Their marriage settlement mcluded a 
reversionary clause whereby the Hall and the Estate, for which 
he had had to pay one hundred thousand pounds to Maud, 
would revert to her in the event of his death without heirs or of 
misconduct on his part leadmg to a divorce case. Sir Giles was 
a nch man but one hundred thousand pounds was too high a 
price to pay for freedom 

He sighed and glanced out of the window Lady Maud had 
disappeared but the scene was no pleasanter for her going. Her 
place had been taken by Blott, the gardener, who was plodding 



across the lawn towards the kitchen garden Sir Giles studied 
the squat figure with distaste. For a gardener, for an Italian 
gardener and an ex PoW, Blott had an air of contentment that 
grated on Sir Giles’ nerves. He liked his servants to be ob- 
sequious and there was nothing obsequious about Blott The 
wretched fellow seemed to think he owned the place. Sit Giles 
watched hun disappear through the door in the wall of the 
kitchen garden and considered ways and means of getting rid 
of Blott, Lady Maud and Handyman Hall. He had just had an 
^ idea. 


So had Lady Maud As she lumbered about the garden, up- 
rooting here a dandehon and there a chickweed, her mind was 
occupied with thoughts of maternity. 

It s now or never, she murmured as she squashed a slug. 
Between her legs she could see Sir Giles in his study and won- 
dered once agam why it was that she should have mamed a 
man with so httle sense of duty In her view there was no 
higher vKtue. It was out of duty to her family that she had 
mame him Left to herself she would have chosen a younger, 
more attractive man, but young attractive men with fortunes 

were m short supply m Worfordshire and Maud too plain to 
seek them out in London 


Commg out? she had shouted at her mother when Lady 

an ^an a suggested she should be presented at court. 
Commg out? But Tve already been.’ 

And It was true Ladv Manav * r -l -i j 7 

K4. xic. 7^ ■‘^aud s moment of beauty had been 
premature At fifteen she Bart Ko., 1 7 . 

T T 4 ^ 7 lovely At twenty-one the 

Handyman features, the nrnm,.,., .. 777 

4a 4-17007 00177.7 4 1. P’-^^uient nose m particular, had 

made themselves and her plain A 1 - 4 - 17 -.. 4 , c t. 4 

oil 0,700 07,4 o 1 ^ At thirty-five she was a Handy- 
man all over and only accenral^io , o o,., , 

4 ooot7o 4 r.174 o £ ^Ptable to someone with Sir Giles 

hL proposal 

long bachelorhood had left h’.m ' ^ 

tas.es rvMch made it mpot.^ “ Tr, 

bargain. Whatever else Sn: G.fe ” “ 

^ ^as cut out for it was not 

experience of their honey- 


paternity. After the unfortunate 
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moon, Maud bad attempted a reconcibation, but without 
result. She had resorted to drink, to spicy foods, to oysters and 
champagne, to hard-boiled eggs, but Sir Giles had remained 
obdurately impotent Now on this bright spring day when 
everything about her was brcakmg out or sprouting or pro- 
claiming tlie joys of parenthood from every comer of the 
estate. Lady Maud felt distinctly wanton She would make one 
more effort to make Sir Giles see reason. Straightening her 
back she marched across the lawn to the house and went down 
the passage. 

‘Giles,' she said entering the study wthout knockmg, ‘it’s 
tune we had this thmg out’ 

Sur Giles looked up from his runes. ‘What thing?’ he asked. 

'You know very well what I’m tallong about. There’s no need 
to beat about the bush.’ 

Sir Giles folded the paper. 'Bush, dear?’ he said doubtfully. 

‘Don’t prevaricate,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘I’m not prevaricating,’ Sir Giles protested, 'I simply don’t 
know what you are talking about.’ 

Lady Maud put her hands on the desk and leant fonvard 
menacingly. ‘Sex,’ she snarled 

Sir Giles curdled in his chair. ‘Oh that,’ he murmured. ‘What 
about it?* 

‘I’m not getting any younger.’ 

Sir Giles nodded sympathetically. It was one of the few 
things he was grateful for. 

‘In another year or two it will be too late ’ 

Thank God, thought Sir Giles, but the words remamed un- 
spoken. Instead he selected a Ramon AUones from his agar- 
box It was an unfortunate move. Lady Maud leant forward and 
twitched it from his fingers. 

‘Now you hsten to me, Giles Lynchwood,’ she said, ‘I didn’t 
marry you to be left a childless widow.’ 

‘Widow?’ said Sir Giles flinching. 

‘The operative word is childless Whether youhve or die is of 
no great moment to me. What is important is that I have an 
heir. When I married you it was on the clear understanding 



tb-cvou AVQuldbe a father to my children. VVe have been mar- 
ried sis years no'sv. It is dme for you to do } our cuiyv* 

Sir Giles crossed his lep defiantly. 'WeVe been throujii nb 
this before,’ be muttered 

*t\ e have never been through it at all That is precisely \vbat 
I^oin ccmplaining about. Tcu have steadfastlv refused ro act 
hke a nomiai husoana. You have * 

TVe^all^have car htcle problems, dear,’ Sir Giles said. 

Qmte.^ saic laay Maud, so \vs do. Vnforturately m\' prob- 
lem IS rather more pressing than yours. I am over fortv and as I 
Fainted out, in a year or tv,m I wil be' past the 
^c^^g age. My family has Ihed in e.e Gorge 'for five 
, - 1 UO X.O. mtenc to co to mv crave with the 

kn^.eage mar I am tie last of the Hmdvmaa;.'' 

"fjr 5 ''^- tan avoid that vmatever 

X Cidcs. After alL in tie unlTkelv event of cur 

n.^g^any eularem tieinamevrouldbe Lynahvivad.- 

i.- ‘-iv'm^l^tenu.ea, said ladv Maud, ‘chancinc the 

name oy ceec oo~ ’ ' ^ 


!ave vou rnae^^-: W" 

' ‘^en tet me inform van that there 

s final’ 


vciUbenoTieed,’ 




rriap and 5 i 

m mar case,’ said Tr<^v r , 

crmrce.Tcn. vnibe '■5sr^~d^ ttiSie s,c^ to ge 
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Mt Turnbull o£ Ganglion, Turnbull and Shrine was sympathetic 
but unhelpful. Tf you initiate proceedmgs on groimds as evi- 
dently insubstantial as those you have so vividly outlined/ he 
told Lady Maud, ‘the reversionary clause becomes null and void. 
You might well end up losing the Hall and the Estate/ 

*00 you mean to sit there and tell me that I cannot divorce 
my husband without losing my family home?’ Lady Maud de- 
manded. 

Mr Turnbull nodded. ‘Sir Giles has only to deny your alle- 
gations/ he explamed, ‘and frankly I can hardly see a man m 
his position admitting them. I’m afraid the Court would find 
for him. The difficulty about this sort of case is that you can’t 
produce convincing proof,’ 

I should have thought my virginity was proof enough,* Lady 
Maud told him bluntly. Mr Turnbull suppressed a shudder. The 
iiotion of Lady Maud presenting her maidenhead as Eidubit A 
'vas not one that appealed to him. 

I think we should need something a little more orthodox 
than that. After all. Sir Giles could claim that you had refused 
Mm his conjugal rights. It would simply be his word against 
yours. Of course, you could still get your divorce, but the Hall 
would remam legally his.’ 

There must be something I can do/ Lady Maud protested. 
Looking at her, Mr Turnbull rather doubted it but he was tact- 
ful enough not to say so. 

‘And you say you have atten^ted a reconciliation?’ 

‘I have told Giles that he must do his duty by me.* 

That’s not quite what I meant,* Mr Turnbull told her. ‘Mar- 
nage is after aH a difficult relationship at the best of times. 
Lerhaps a little tenderness on your part would . . / 

' Tenderness?’ said Lady Maud. ‘Tenderness? You seem to 
Mrget that my husband is a pervert. Do you imagine that a man 
who finds satisfaction in being — 

‘No/ said Mr Turnbull humedly. ‘I take your point. Perhaps 
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tenderness is tin wrong word. What I meant was . . . well ... a 
little understanding.' 

Lady Maud looked at him scornfully. 

‘After all tout comprendre, c’est tout pardonuer/ continued 
Mr TumhuU, relapsing into the language he associated with 
sophistication in matters of the heart. 

‘I beg your pardon,' said Lady Maud. 

‘I was merely saying that to understand all is to pardon all,‘ 
Mr Turnbull eiiplained. 


‘Coming from a legal man I find that remark astonishing/ 
said Lady Maud, and in any case I am not interested in either 
understanding or in pardon. I am simply interested in bearing a 
child. My family have lived in the Gorge for five hundred years 
and I have no intention of being responsible for their not living 
there for another five hundred. You may find my insistence on 
the in^ortance of my family romantic. I can only say that I 
regard k as my duty to have an heir. If my husband refuses to 

do^^^tyby^IshallfindsomeonewhowilL’ 

y ear lady Maud, said Mr Turnbull, ^suddenly consaous 
that he imght be in danger of becoming the first object of her 
exttamantal attentions. ‘I beg you not to do anything hasty. An 
act of adultery on your part would certainly allow Sir Giles to 
^ I* Which would invahdate the rever- 

• nortiai ^ ^ a third party, someone entirely 

^dv M^ud'^lfn ^ recondhation.’ 

° head. She was thmkmg about adul- 

‘If Giles were to commit adultPrv* -u t 

Mr Tumb^beailed wouldrevert to me?‘ 

that case .• he said. ‘You would h?“‘' “ 

Estate Ifsinthesetaement Nnd^° T- 

leaving Me TunibuU with the ■"“* downstaus. 

Lynchwood was in foe a nastv^„ ““5“=='°“ 

1 uasty surprise and. better stdl. that the 
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finn of Ganglion, Turnbull and Shrine could look forward to a 
protracted case \sith substantial fees. 

Outside Blott was waiting in the car. 

‘Blott,’ said Lady Maud climbing into the back seat, ‘what do 
you know about telephone tapping?’ 

Blott smiled and started the car. ‘Easy,’ he said, ‘all you need 
is some wire and a pair of headphones.’ 

‘In that case stop at the first radio shop you come to and buy 
the necessary equipment.’ 

By the time they returned to Handyman Hall, Lady Maud 
had laid her plans. 

So had Sir Giles. The first moment of elation at the prospect of 
a divorce had worn ofi and Sir Giles, weighing the matter up in • 
his mind, had recogmzed some ugly possibilities. For one thing 
he did not rehsh the thought of being cross-examined about 
his pnvate life by some eminent barrister. The newspapers, 
particularly one or two of the Sundays, would have a ball with 
Lady Maud’s description of their honeymoon. Worse still, he 
Would be unable to issue wnts for hbel. The story could be 
verified by the hotel manager and while Sir Giles might well 
Win the divorce case and retain the Hall he would certainly lose 
his pubhc reputation. No, the matter would have to be handled 
hi some less conspicuous manner. Sir Giles picked up a pencil 
and began to doodle. 

The problem was a simple one. The divorce, if and when it 
^^e, must be on grounds of his oivn choosing. He must be free 
ftom any breath of scandal. It was too much to hope that Lady 
Maud would find a lover, but desperation might drive her to 
some act of folly. Sir Giles rather doubted it, and besides, her 
shape and general disposition made it seem unhkely. And 
then there was the Hall and the one hundred thousand pounds 
he had paid for it. He drew a cat and was just considering that 
*here were more ways of making a profit from property than 
selling It or burning it to the ground when the shape of his 
dra^ving, an eight with ears and tail, put him m mind of some- 
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thing he had once seen from the ait. A flyover, a spaghetti 
junction, a motorway. 

A moment later he was unfolding an ordnance survey map 
and studying it with intense interest Of course. Why hadn’t he 
thought of It before? The Clcene Gorge was the ideal route It 
lay directly between Sheffingham and Knighton. And wth 
motorways there came compulsory purchase orders and large 
sums paid m compensation The perfect solution. All it needed 
was a word or two in the right car. Sir Giles piched up the 
phone and dialled. By the time Lady Maud returned from Wor- 
ford he was in excellent humour. Hoskins at the Worfordshire 
Plannmg Authority had been most helpful, but then Hoskins 
had always been helpful It paid him to be ^d it certainly paid 
for a rather larger house than his salary would have led one to 

expect. Sir Giles smiled to himself. Influence was a wonderful 
thing. 


Im gomg down to London this afternoon.’ he told Lady 
Maud as they sat down to lunch ‘One or nvo business things to 
fix up. I daresay I shall he tied up for a couple of days.’ 

I shouldn t he at aU surprised.’ said Lady Maud. 

you^nee me or anything, leave a message with my 

humour^^e^hld^Ti^'^ cottage pie. She was in a good 

his tasm for restiictivrprlrbcf 

might take time to find out London. It 

was prepared to wait ' ^ame of his mistress but she 


‘Extraordmary woman. Lady Maud • , , a 

Mr Ganghon sat in the bat of X r ^umbufi said as he and 

‘Extraordmary family • Mr r ^®^thers m Worford 

you remember her grandmo^^^^“°^ ‘I don’t suppose 

Before your time I Countess. No. you 

7 when can it hav? E drawing up her will in 

, Deen . ^ jjiust have I 

year so it must have 

roval — ® 

parentage. I did point out that 


wouldn' 

. . . now 


1936 Let’s see. she died in~r" * March 

K..pn in March. Insisted on m'^^^ 

y, was of partially roval ^ the fact that her son. 


been 
Busby: 
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that case he was not entitled to inherit but she was adamant. 
"Royal Blood," she kept saying. In the end I got her to sign 
several copies of the will but it was only in the top one that any 
mention was made of the royal bastardy.’ 

‘Good Lord,’ said Mr Turnbull, ‘do you thmk there was any- 
thing in it?’ 

Ivlc Ganglion looked over the top of his glasses at him. ‘Be- 
tween ourselves, I must admit it was not outside the bounds of 
possibihty. The dates did match. Busby was bom in 1905 and 
the Royal visit took place in '04, Edward the Seventh had quite 
a reputation for that sort of thing.* 

‘It certainly goes some way to explain Lady Maud’s looks,’ 
Mr Turnbull admitted. ‘And her arrogance, come to that ’ 

‘These things are best forgotten,* said Mr Ganghon sadly. 
‘What did she want to see you about?’ 

‘She’s seeking a divorce. I dissuaded her, at least tem- 
porarily. Seems that Lynchwood has a taste for flagellation.’ 

‘Extraordinary what some fellows like,’ said Mr Ganglion. 
‘It’s not as though he went to a public school either. Most 
pecuhar. SttlL I should have thought Maud could have satisfied 
him if anyone could. She’s got a forearm like a navvy.* 

‘I got the impression that she had rather overdone it,’ Mr 
Turnbull explained. 

‘Splendid. Splendid.’ 

‘The main trouble seems to be non-consummation. She 
wants an heir before it’s too late.’ 

‘The perennial obsession of these old famihes. What did you 
advise? Artifiaal insenunation?’ 

Mr Turnbull finished his drinit ‘Certainly not,’ he muttered. 
‘Apparently she’s still a virgm.’ 

Mr Ganghon smggered. ‘There was an old virgin of forty, 
whose habits were fearfully naughty. She owned a giraffe whose 
terrible laugh ... or was it distaff? I forget now.’ 

They went into lunch. 

• 

Blott fimshed his lunch in the greenhouse at the end of the 
kitchen garden. Around him early geramums and chrysanthe- 
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mums, pink and red, matched the colour of his complexion. 
This was the inner sanctum of Blott’s world where he could sit 
surrounded by flowers whose beauty was proof to bun that h'fe 
was not entirely without meaning. Through the glass windows 
he could look down the kitchen garden at the lettuces, the peas 
and beans, the redcurrant bushes and the gooseberries of 
which he was so proud. And all around the old brick walls cut 
out the world he mistrusted. Blott emptied his thermos flask 
and stood up. Above his head he could see the telephone ivires 
stretchmg from the house. He went outside and fetched a 
ladder and presently was busily engaged in attaching his wires 
to the hne above. He was still there when Sic Giles left in the 
Bentley. Blott watched him pass without interest. He dishked 
Sir Giles mtensely and it was one of the advantages of working 
in the kitchen garden that they seldom came mto contact. He 
finished his work and fitted the headphones and bell. Then he 
went into the house. He found Lady Maud washing up in the 
kitchen. 


‘It’s ready,* he said, *we can test it* 

^dy Maud dried her hands. ‘What do I do?* 

‘When the bell rmgs put the headphones on,' Blott ex- 
plamed. 

r j ® number and I’U listen/ said 

Lady Mand. Blott went into the study and sat behind the desk. 

He picked up the phone and tried to think ol someone to call. 
There wasn t anyone he knew to calk Fmally his eye feU on a 

number written in penefi on flip no Ir-L- n j 

^ j n lu front of him. Beside it 

there were some doodles and a riwo ^ nt _ j n j 
e-T, nnoViof Tf- ^ drawing of a cat. Blott dialled 

the numDer. It was rather a 

A i-r. T.Tait- fnr enmr, 4 ., i- began with 01 and he 

had to wait for some time for an ansxvpr 

‘Hullo. Felicia Forthby speakimr • coM 

Blott tried to think of somwl. ^ ® ® . 

said finally. 

‘Blott?’ said Mrs Forthbv ‘rinTi, 

•No/ said Blott. y-^^IWyoup- 

‘Is there anythmg l can do for vnn 
‘No,’ said Blott. 
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There was an awkward sflence and then Mrs Forthby spoke. 
‘What do you want?’ 

Blott tried to think of something he wanted. *I want a ton of 
pig manure,* he said. 

‘You must have the wrong number.* 

‘Yes,’ said Blott and put the phone dotvn. 

In the greenhouse Lady Maud was delighted ’with the 
experiment. ‘I’ll soon find out who’s beating him now,’ she 
thought and took the headphones off. She went back to the 
house. 

‘We shall take it in turns to monitor all telephone calls my 
husband makes,’ she told Blott. ‘I want to find out who he’s 
visitmg in London. You must write down the name of anyone 
he talks to. Do you understand?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Blott and went back to the kitchen garden hap- 
pily. In the kitchen Lady Maud finished washing up. She’d 
meant to ask Blott who he had been talking to. Never mind, it 
wasn’t important. 


3 

Sir Giles got back from London rather sooner than he had 
'expected. Mrs Forthby’s period had put her in a foul mood and 
Sir Giles had enough on his plate without having to put up with 
the side-effects of Mrs Forthby’s menstrual tension. And 
besides, Mrs Forthby in the flesh was a different kettle of fish to 
Mrs Forthby in his fantasies. In the latter she had a multitude 
of perverse inclinations, which corresponded exactly with his 
own unfortunate requirements, while possessing a discretion 
that would have done credit to a Trappist nun. In the flesh she 
was disappointingly different. She seemed to think, and in Sir 
Giles’ opinion there could be no greater fault in a woman, that 
he loved her for herself alone. It was a phrase that sent a 
shudder through him. If he loved her at all, and it was only m 
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her absence that his heart grew even approximately fonder, it 
was not for Mrs Forthby’s self. It was precisely because as fat 
as he could make out she lacked any sdf that he was attracted 
to her in the first place. 

Externally Mrs Eorthby had all the attributes of desirable 
womanhood, rather too many for more fastidious tastes, and 
all confined within corsets, panties, suspender belts and bras 
that inflamed Sir Giles’ imagmation and reminded him of the 
advertisements in women’s magazmes on which his sexual im- 
maturity had first cut its teeth. Internally Mrs Eorthby was a 
void if her inconsequential conversation was anjrthing to go by 
and it was this void that Sir Giles, ever hopeful of finding a lover 
with needs as depraved as his own, sought to fill. And here he 
had to admit that Mrs Eorthby fell far short of his expectations. 
Broad-minded she might be. though he sometimes doubted 
that she had a nund, but she still lacked enthusiasm for the 


intricate contortions and strangldiolds that constituted Sir 
Giles notions of foreplay. And beades she had an unfortunate 
habit of giggling at moments of his grossest concentration and 
of inteqecting reminiscences of her Girl Gmde training while 
tightening the granny knots which so affected him. Worst of aU 
was her ab^t-mindedness (and here he had no quarrel with 
the term), ^e had been known to leave him trussed to the bed 
an gagge or several hours while she entertained friends to 
tea in e next room. It was at such moments of enforced 
contemplation that Sir Giles was most conscious of the dis- 

SSpH Pubhc and his private posture and 

^ p ftnmripH "'^ouldn’t be brought closer together by 

some damned woman Innloncr c •• f - 

threatened to murder Mrs upisodu he had 

strained by his inahtht^ S’"/ 

■untied him. ^ upnght even after she had 

‘Where the hell have von 

tumadatoneo'dodtmthamo^g. 
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‘Covent Garden,* Mrs Forthby said. ‘The Magic FUite. A 
divine performance.’ 

‘You might have told me. Tve been lying here in agony for six 

hours.’ , 

‘I thought you liked that,’ Mrs Forthby said. ‘I thought that s 

what you \vanted.* ^ 

*Wanted?’ Sir Giles screamed. ‘Six hours? Nobody in ms 
right mind wants to be trussed up like a spring chidcen for six 
hours.* 

‘No, dear,’ Mrs Forthby said agreeably. ‘It’s just that I forgot. 

Shall I get you your enema now?’ 

‘Certainly not,’ shouted Sir Giles, in whom some measure of 
self-respect had been mduced by his confinement. ‘And don t 

meddle with my leg.’ ^ 

‘But it shouldn’t be there, dear. It looks unnatural.’ 

Sir Giles stared violently out of the comer of his right eye at 
his toes. ‘I know it shouldn’t be there,’ he yelled. ‘And it 
wouldn’t be if you hadn’t been so damned forgetful.’ 

Mrs Forthby had tidied up the straps and buckles and^ had 
made a pot of tea. ‘I'll tie a knot in my handkerchief next time, 
she said tactlessly, propping Sir Giles up on some pillows so 
that he could drink his tea. 

‘There won’t be a next time,* he had snarled and had spent a 
sleepless night trying desperately to assume a less contorted 
posture. It had been an empty promise There was always a 
next time. Mrs Forthby’s absent shape and her ready accept- 
^ce of his revolting foibles made good the lapses of her 
memory and Sir Giles returned to her flat whenever he was in 
Fondon, each time with the fervent prayer that she wouldn t 
leave him hooded and bound while she spent a month in the 
Bahamas. 

But if Sir Giles had difficulties with Mrs Forthby there were 
remarkably few as far as the motorway was concerned. The 
thing was already on the drawing board. 

‘It's designated the Mid-Wales Motorway, the MlOl, he was 
told when he made discreet enquiries of the Ministry of the 
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Environment. ‘It has been sent up for Ministerial approval, 
believe there have been some doubts on conservation grounds. 

For God’s sake don’t quote me.* Sir Giles put the phone down 
and considered his tactics. Ostensibly he would have to oppose 
the scheme if only to keep his seat as member for South Wor- 
fordshire but there was opposition and opposition. He investe 
heavily m Imperial Cement, who seemed likely to benefit froin 
the demand for concrete. He had lunch with the Chairman o 
Imperial Motors, dinner with the Managing Director of Motor- 
way Manufacturers Limited, drinks with the Secretary of the 
Amalgamated Union of Roadworkers, and he pomted out to the 
Chief Whip the need to do something to lower the rate of 
unemployment m his constituency. 

In short he was the catalyst m the chemistry of progress. 
And with it aU no money passed hands Sir Giles was too old a 
dog for that. He passed information What companies were on 
the way to making profits, what shares to buy, and what to sell, 
these were the tender of his influence. And to insure himself 
against future suspicions he made a speech at the annual 
dinner of the Countryside Conservation League in which he 
urged eternal vigilance against the depredations of the prop- 
erty speculator. He returned to Handyman Hall in time to be 
outraged by the news of the proposed motorway. 

‘I shall demand an immediate enquiry,’ he told Lady Maud 

when the requisition order arrived. He reached for the phone. 

\ 

In the greenhouse Blott had his time cnit out listening to Sir 
Giles telephone calls. He had no sooner settled down to deal 
with some aphids on the ornamental apple trees that grew 
agamst the wall than the bell rang, Blott dashed in and listened 
to General Burnett fulminatmg from the .Grange about black- 
guards in Whitehall, red tape, green belts and blue-stockings, 
none of which he fully understood. He went back to his aphids 
when the phone rang again. This time it was Mr BuUett-Fmch 
phoning to find out what Sir Giles intended to do about stop- 
ping the motorway. 

Tt’s going to tike half the garden,’ he said. ‘We have spent 


the last six years getting things shipshape and now for this to 
happen. It’s too much. It’s not as though Ivy’s nerves can stand 

it.’ 

Sir Giles sympathized unctuously. He was, he said, organizing 
a protest committee. There was bound to be an Enquiry. Mr 
Bullett-Finch could rest assured that no stone would be left 
unturned. Blott returned to the aphids puzzled. The Enghsh 
language still retained its power to baffle him, and Blott oc- 
casionally found himself trapped in some idiom. Shipshape? 
There was nothing vaguely in the shape of a ship about Mr 
Bullett-Fmch’s garden. But then Blott had to admit that the 
Enghsh themselves remained a mystery to him. They paid 
people more when they were unemployed than when th^ had 
to work. They paid bricklayers more than teachers. They raised 
money for earthquake victims in Peru while old-age pensioners 
hved on a pittance. They refused Entry Permits to Austrahans 
^d invited Russians to come and hve m England. Fmally they 
seemed to take particular pleasure m being shot at by the Irish. 
All in all they were a source of constant astonishment to him 
and of reassurance. They were only happy when something 
dreadful happened to them, be it flood, fire, war or some ap- 
palling disaster, and Blott, whose early life had been a chapter 
of disasters, took comfort from the fact that he was hving in a 
community that actually enjoyed misfortunes. 

Born when, of whom, where, he had no idea. The date of his 
discovery in the Ladies Room in the Dresden railway station 
was as near as he could get to a birthday and since the lady 
cleaner had disclaimed any responsibihty for his appearance 
^cre, although hard pressed by the authorities to do so, he 
had no idea who his mother was - let alone his father. He 
Couldn’t even be sure his parents had been Germans. For all he 
and the authorities knew they might have been Jeivs, though 
even the Director of the Race Classification Bureau had had the 
fllogical grace to admit that Jews did not make a habit of 
abandoning their offspring in railway cloakrooms. Still, the 
notion lent a further element of uncertainty to Blott’s ado- 
lescence in the Third Reich and he had got no help from his 
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appearance. Dark, hook-nosed pure Aryans there doubdess 
were, but Blott, who had taken an obsessive interest in the 
question, found few who were happy to discuss their pedigree 
with him. Certainly no one was prepared to adopt him, and 
even the orphanage tended to push him into the background 
when there were visitors. As for the Hitler Youth . - . Blott 
preferred to forget his adolescence and even the memory of his 
arrival in En^and stdl filled him with uneasmess. 

It had been a dark night and Blott. who had been put in to 
stiffen the resolve of the crew of an Italian bomber, had taken 
the opportunity to emigrate. Besides, he had a shrewd sus- 
picion that his squadron leader had ordered him to volunteer 
as navigator to the Italians in the hope that he would not 
reton. It seemed the only explanation for his choice and Blott, 
w ose previous experience had been as a rear-gunner where his 
raly conto^uaon to the wac effort had been to shoot down two 
t a to be escorting bis 

tarton'! fnrtip lem. Iiis squadron leader’s estpec' 

a L? ha?he^'’ airmen, pusillanimous to 

was situated in Blott’s insistence that Margate 

Worcestershire. After a heated 

back for the Pas°de^Cai** over Exmoor and headed 
running out o£ fuel o^et 

at this point that the Italians , Wales. It was 

attempting to explain 

whose knowledge o£ Itahan wn ^ simation to Blott, 

saved the bother by the intenr when they were 

accordmg to Blotf s bump ^ mountain which. 

there. In the ensuing holocaushnr^®”’ 
smce he was discovered nakerJ survivor and 

bomber by a search party wreckage of an ItaHan 

sumed that he must be ItaliarTr°f^^ naturaUy as- 

a word of his native tongue rfpr • . couldn’t speak 

Major in charge of the prisonpr^^T^ nobody, least of all the 
\vas sent, for the simple reason camp to which Blott 

cither and Blott was his first nr; couldn’t speak Itahan 

Posoner. It was only much later- 

A a.’’. 


vdth the arrival of some genuine Italian prisoners from North 
Africa, that doubts were cast on his nationality, but by that 
time Blott had established his bona fides by displaying no 
interest in the course of the war and by resolutely demonstrat- 
ing a reluctance to escape that ^vas auth^ticaliy Itahan. 
Besides, his claim to have been bom the son of a shepherd in 
the Tyrol eijplained his lack of Italian. 

In 1942 the camp had been moved to Handyman Hall and 
Blott had made the place his home. The Hall and the Handy- 
man family appealed to him. They were both the epitome of 
Enghshness and in Blott’s view there could be no higher praise. 
To be English was the supreme virtue and being a prisoner in 
England was better than being free anywhere else. If he had 
had his way the war would have continued indefinitely. He 
hved in a great house, he had a park to walk m, a river to fish 
in, a kitchen garden to grow things in, and the run of an idylhc 
countryside full of woods and hiUs and fair women whose hus- 
bands '^vere away fitting to save the worid from people hke 
Blott. Even at night when the camp gates were dosed it was 
perfectly easy to scale the walls and go where he liked. There 
were no air-raids, no sudden alarms and the whole question of 
Strang a living was taken care of. Even the food was good, 
supplemented as it was by his poaching and his husbandry in 
kitchen garden. To Blott the place was paradise and his 
only worry was that Germany might \vm the war. It was an 
®ventuahty he dreaded. It had been bad enough being a 
German in Germany. He couldn’t imagine what it would he like 
to be an Italian who \vas a German who looked like a Jew in 
conquered Britain, and the notion of trying to explain how he 
came to be what he was where he was to the German occu- 
pying authorities appalled him. It was one of the nicest things 
about the English that they didn't seem to wony about such 
details, but he knew his o^vn countrymen too well to imagme 
that they would he satisfied %vith his evasions Layer by layer, 
they would peel off his equivocations until the nothing that 
\vas the essential Blott was revealed quite naked and then they 
v.ould shoot what %\’as left for desertion. Blott had no doubt 
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about bis fate, and wbat made matters worse was that as fat^ 
be could tell tbe Bntisb were quite incapable of winning t e , 
war. Half tbe time they seemed obbvious of tbe fact that there 
was a war on. and for the rest conducted it with an inefficiency 
that astomsbed bun. Shortly after his arrival at tbe Hall, West- 
ern Command had conducted manoeuvres in the Cleene Forest 
and Blott bad watched tbe chaos that ensued with horror, 
these were the men on whose fighting qualities he had to 
depend for his captivity, he would have to look for liis salvation 
elsewhere. He found it in a nearby ammunition dump which 
was, qmte typically, unguarded and Blott, detemuned that if 
the Enghsh wouldn’t defend him he would, slowly acquired a 
small arsenal which he buued in the forest. Two -inch mortars, 
Bren guns, nfles, boxes of ammumtion, all disappeared without 
notice and were cached, carefully leased and watertight» 
under the bracken in the hills behmd the Hall. By 1945 Blott 
was m a position to fight a guerrilla war in South Worfordshire. 
And then the war ended and new problems arose. 

The prospect of being repatriated to Italy was not one that 
appealed to him and he couldn’t see himself setthng down in 
Naples after so many agreeable years in England. On the other 
hand he had no intention of returning to what remained of 
Dresden It was in the Russian Zone and Blott had no desire to 
swop the comforts of life in Worfordshire for the rigours-of 
existence m Siberia Besides, he rather doubted if even a de- 
feated Fatherland would welcome home a man who had spent 
five years masquerading as an Itahan PoW. It seemed far wiser 

to stay where he was, and here his devotion to the Handyman 
family paid ott. 

Lord^ Handyman had been a man of enthusiasms. Tong 
before it was graerally fashionable he had conceived the notion 
that the ivorld s resources were on the verge of extinction and 
had soug t to uvoid the personal consequences by saving 
everything, e a been particularly keen on compost and 
Blott had dug enormous pits m the kitchen garden mto which 
all houscho re se of an orgamc sort was thrown. 
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‘Nothing must be wasted,* the Earl had declared, and 
nothing was. Under his direction the Hall’s sewage system had 
been diverted to empty into the compost pits and Blott and tie 
Earl had spent happy hours observing the layers of cabbage 
stalks, potato peelings, and excrement which made up the day’s 
leavings. As each pit filled Blott dug another one and the 
process began again. The residts were quite astonishing. Enor- 
mous cabbages and alarming marrows and cucumbers pro- 
hferated. So, in summer, xiid the flies until the situation became 
intolerable and Lady Handyman, who had lost her appetite 
since the recycling began, put her foot down and insisted that 
either the flies went or she would. Blott diverted the sewage 
system back to its proper place while the Earl, evidently in- 
spired by the rate of reproduction of the flies, turned his atten- 
tion to rabbits. Blott had constructed several dozen hutches 
built one above the other on the hnes of apartment buildings in 
which the Earl installed the largest rabbits he could buy, a 
breed called Flemish Giants. like all the Earl’s schemes, the 
rabbits had not been an unqualified success. They consumed 
enormous quantities of 'vegetation and the farraly had de- 
veloped an aversion for rabbit pie, roast rabbit, rabbit stew and 
lapin h I’orange, wMle Blott had been driven to distraction 
^^^Ting to keep pace with their voracious appetites. To add to 
his problems Maud, then ten, had identified her father with Mr 
McGregor and had aided and abetted the rabbits to escape. As 
peace broke out m Europe the Gorge was overrun ivith Flem- 
ish Giants. By then Lord Handyman’s enthusiasm had waned. 
He turned to ducks and particularly to Khaki Campbells, a 
species which had the advantage that they were largely self- 
supporting and produced an abundance of eggs 
‘Can’t go wrong with ducks,* he had said cheerfully as tlie 
family switched from a diet of rabbit to duck eggs. As usual 
wnih his prophecies this one had proved unfounded. It v/as all 
too easy to go wrong with ducks, as the family found out when 
the Earl succumbed to a lethal egg that had been laid too clorc 
to one of his old compost pits Passing away as peacefully os 



ptomaine poisoning allowed, he had left Maud and her mother 
to manage alone. It was largely thanks to his death that Blott 
had been allowed to stay on at the Hall. 



Over the next few weeks Lady Maud was intensely active. She 
took legal advice from Mr Turnbull daily. She canvassed oppo* 
sition to the proposed motorway from every quarter of South 
Worfordshire and she sat almost continuously on committees. 
In particular she made her considerable presence felt on the 
Committee for the Preservation of the Cleene Gorge. General 
Burnett of the Grange. Guildstead Carbonell. was elected Pre- 
sident but as Secretary Lady Maud was the driving force. 
Petitions were organized, protest meetings held, motions 

^rmted Passed, money raised and poster^ 

eternal publicity.' she said with an 
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"“I thought you wanted the thing to go through the Gorge/ 
HosMns told him as they sat in the bar of the Handyman 
Arms 

Sir Giles nodded unhappily. “I do/ he admitted, Tiut Maud 
has gone berserk. She’s threatening . . . web, never mind.' 

Hoskins was reassuring. ‘She'll get over it. They always do. 
Got to give them time to get used to the idea/ 

‘It’s all very well for you to talk,’ said Sir Giles, ‘but I have to 
live Vv^th the beastly woman. She’s up half the night thundering 
about the bloody house and I’m having to cook for myself. 
Besides, I don’t like the way she keeps cleaning her fatfiet’s 
shotgun in the kitchen.’ 

‘You know she took a potshot at one of the surveyors last 
week,’ Hoskins said. 

Can’t you have her charged?’ Sir Giles asked eagerly. ‘That 
Would take the heat off for a bit. Haul her up before the local 
beaks ’ 

‘She is a local magistrate/ Hoskins pointed out, ‘and anyway 
biere’s no proof. She would just claim she was shooting 
rabbits’ 

And that’s another thing. She’s got the house full of bloody 
great Alsatians. Hired them from some damned security firm. I 
teh you I can’t go down the passage for a pee in the mght 
without running the risk of being bitten.’ He ordered another 
two whiskies and considered the problem ‘There’ll have to he 
Enquiry/ he said finally. ‘Promise them an Enquiry and 
they’ll calm down a bit. Secondly, offer the Enquiry a totally 
Unacceptable alternative. Like we did \vith the block of flats in 
Shrewton.* 

‘You mean give planning permission for a sewage farm?’ 

That’s what we did there. Worked like a charm,’ Sir Giles 
said. ‘Now if we could come up with an alternative route which 
nobody m fiis right mind would accept . . .* 

‘There’s always Ottertown,’ said Hoskms. 

^What about Ottertown?* 

It’s ten nules out of the way and you’d have to go through a 
council estate.’ 
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Sk Giles smiled. ‘Right through the middle?' 

‘Right through the middle,' 

‘It sounds promising,* Sic Giles agreed. ‘I think 1 shall he the 
first to advocate the Ottertown route. You’re quite sure its 
unacceptable?’ 

Quite sure, said Hoskins. ‘And, by the ivay. I’ll take my fee 
in advance.’ 


Sir Giles looked round the bar. 'My advice is to buy . . .* he 
began. 

Cash this time, said Hoskins, ‘I lost on United Oils.* 

Sk Giles returned to Handyman Hall in a fakly good 
humour. He disliked parting with money but Hoskins was 
worm it and the Ottertown idea was the sort of strategy he 
hked. It would take Maud’s mind off eternal pubheity. Tempers 
would cool and the Enquiry would decide in favour of the 
Gorge. By then it would be too late to inflame pubhc opinion 
Enquines were splendid soporifics. He ran the 
^ the evening in his study 

thpcpiina^ ® ^''h^ter of the Envkonment demanding 

of Parljampnt f ^ No One could say that the Member 

o£ his consaturts had not got the interests 


confljctmg duties He 
only to be interaifted 

spent hours iistentog to iL*' greenhouse. Blott 

and offlaals at the Mnisl^ 1'"^”''““.'’°''® between Sir Giles 
his constituency or his cfnrVk Giles and members of 

but never between Sir business partoers, 

been forewarned. Mrs EortTiK Forthby. Sir Giles had 

caU from someone called received a 

manure had alarmed Sk Gil ordered a ton of pig 

take though how Blotf comn obviously some mis- 
the first place he couldn’t, f - number in 

index on his desk He ^ the telephone 

^ c m his private diary and the diary 
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was in his pocket. Sir Giles memorized the number and then 
erased it from the diary. There would be no more calls to Mrs 
Horthby from Handyman Had. 

When Sir Giles wasn’t on the telephone. Lady Maud was, 
issuing orders, drumming up support or hurling defiance at the 
authorities ivith a self-assurance that amazed and dehghted 
Blott. You knew where you were ivith her and Blott, who prized 
certainty above all else, emerged from the greenhouse after 
listening to her with the feehng that ad was wed with the 
world and would remain so. Handyman Hall, the Park, the 
a great triumphal arch at the bottom of the dnve where 
Blott hved, the kitchen garden, ad those things to which he had 
grafted his own anonymity m a hostile world, would remain 
safe and secure, if Lady Maud had anything to do with it. Sir 
Giles’ cads left a difiEerent impression. His protests were muted, 
too pohte and too equivocal to satisfy Blott, so that he came 
away with the feeling that somethmg was wrong. He couldn’t 
put his finger on it, but whenever he took the earphones off 
after hstening to Sir Giles he felt uneasy. There was too much 
talk about money for Blott’s likmg, and in particular about 
^ple compensation for the Had. The sum most frequently 
u^cntioned was a quarter of a milhon pounds. As he went down 
|he rows of lettuces with his hoe, Blott shook his head. 
Money talks,’ Sir Giles ^ad told his caller but it had said 
nothing to Blott. There were more important words in his vo- 
cabulary. On the other hand his hours of hstenmg to Sir Giles 
; 3d done wonders for his accent. With the headphones on 
! ^3d sat practismg Sir Giles’ pronunciation In his study 

f n: Giles said, ‘Of course, my dear fellow, I absolutely agree 
1 you . . .’ In the greenhouse Blott repeated the words. By 

I 2 end of a week his imitation was so exact that Lady Maud, 

; doming into the kitchen garden to collect some radishes and 
l onions for lunch one day, had been astonished to hear 

I u: Giles voice issuing from among the geraniums. ‘I looked 
Upon the whole thing as an infringement of the rules of con- 
I saying. ‘My dear General, I shall do my 

I uinedest to see that the matter is raised in the House. Lady 
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Sir Giles smiled. ‘Right through the middle?’ 

‘Right through the middle.' 

‘It sounds promising,' Sit Giles agreed. *I think I shall he me 
first to advocate the Ottertown route. You’re quite sure it s 
unacceptable?' 

‘Quite sure,* said Hoskins. ‘And, by the way. I'll take my 
in advance.* 

Sir Giles looked round the bar. ‘My advice is to buy . . •* 1^^ 
began. 

‘Cash this time,' said Hoskms, ‘I lost on United Oils.’ 

Sir Giles returned to Handyman Hall in a fairly good 
humour- He disliked parting with money but Hoskins was 
worth It and the Ottertown idea was the sort of strategy he 
liked. It would take Maud’s mind off eternal pubhdty. Tempers 
would cool and the Enquiry would decide in favour of the 
Gorge. By then it would be too late to inflame public opinion 
once again. Enquiries were splendid soporifics. He ran the 
gauntlet of the guard dogs and spent the evening in his study 
writing a letter to the Minister of the Environment demanding 
the setting up of an Enquiry. No one could say that the Member 
of Parhament for South Worfordshire had not got the interests 
of his constituents at heart. 


9 

While Sir Giles connived and Lady Maud committeed, Blott iu 
the Mtchen garden had his work cut out trying to do his 
conflicting duties. He would settle down to weed the lettuces 
only to he interrupted by the bell in the greenhouse. Blott 
tening to long conversations between Sir Giles 
^d offiaals at the Ministry, between Sir Giles and members ol 
s constituency or his stockbroker or his business partners 
but nwer between Sir Giles and Mrs Forthby. Sir Giles hat 
been forewarned. Mrs Forthby's remark that she had received ^ 

ordered a ton of pfi 
There was obviously some mis- 
t- Tjla rp tip r ^°^ld have got hold of the number fi 
* a ^ Uic rtpcV ^ ^^Sine. It wasn’t in the telephom 
in ex on e hept it m his private diary and the diar 
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The Enquiry was held in the Old Courthouse in Worford 
Everyone was there - everyone, that is, whose property stood 
on the proposed route through the Cleene Gorge. General Bur- 
nett, Mr and Mrs BuUett-Einch, Colonel and Mrs Chapman, 
Miss Percival, Mrs Thomas, the Dickinsons, all seven of them, 
and the Fullbrooks who rented a farm from the General. There 
were also a few other influential famihes who were quite 
unaffected by the motorway but who came to support Lady 
Maud. She sat in front with Sit Giles and Mr Turnbull and 
behind them the seats were all filled. Blott stood at the back. 
On the other side of the aisle the seats were empty except for a 
^ohcitor representing the Ottertown Town CounciL It was 
Tnite clear that nobody seriously supposed that Lord Leakham 
would decide in favour of Ottertown. The thing was a foregone 
conclusion - or would have been but for the intervention of 
Lady Maud and the mtransigence of Lord Leakham, whose pre- 
vious career as a judge had been confined to crimmal cases m 
the High Court. The choice of venue was unfortunate, too. The 
Old Courthouse resembled too closely the courtrooms of Lord 
Leakham’s youth for the old man to deal at all moderately with 
Lady Maud’s frequent interruption of the evidence.- 

Madam, you are trying the court’s patience,’ he told her 
when she rose to her feet for the tenth time to protest that the 
scheme as outlined by Mr Hoskins for the Planning Board was 
an invasion of mdividual hberty and the rights of property. 
Lady Maud bristled in tweeds i 

My family has held land in the Cleene Gorge since 1472,* 
she shouted. It was entrusted to us by Edward the Fourth 
who designated the Handyman family custodians of the 
Gorge—* 

‘Whatever His Majesty Edward the Fourth may have done,’ 
said Lord Leakham, m 1472 has no relevance to the evidence 
being presentedhy Mr Hoskins Be so good as to sit down.’ 

Lady Maud sat down. ‘Why don’t you two men do some- 
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Maud stood and gazed into the greenhouse and was just con- 
sidering the possibility that Blott had rigged up a loudspeahct 
there when he emerged, beaming triumphantly. 

‘You like it, my pronunaation?’ he asked. , 

‘Good heavens, was that you? You gave me quite a start, 
Lady Maud said. 

Blott smirked proudly. ‘I have been practising correct 
Enghsh,’ he said. 

‘But you speak Enghsh perfectly.’ 

‘I don’t. Not like an Englishman.’ 

‘Well, I’d be glad if you didn’t go round speaking hke my 
husband,’ said Lady Maud. ‘It’s bad enough having one of him 
about the place.’ 

Blott smiled happily. These were his sentiments exactly. 
‘Which remmds me,’ she continued. *I must see that the TV 
people cover the Enquiry. We must get the maximum pub- 
hdty.’ 

Blott collected his hoe and went back to his lettuces while 
Lady Maud, having collected her radishes, returned to the 
kitchen. He was rather pleased with himself. It wasn’t often he 
got a chance to demonstrate his abihty to mimic people. It was 
a skdl that had developed from his earliest days at the orphan- 
age. Not knowing who he was, Blott had tried out other 
peoples personahties. It had come in handy poaching, too. 
More Aan one gamekeeper had been startled to hear his em- 
ployer s voice issumg from the darkness to tell him to stop 
makmg an ass of himself while Blott made good his escape. 
Now as he worked away at the weeds he tried out Sir Giles 
agam. I demand that there be an Enquiry into this whole 
busmess, he said. Blott smiled to himself It sounded quite 
authentic. And there was gomg to be an Enquiry too. Lady 
Maud had said so. 


Lady Maud had made a bad impression on Lord Leakham. He 
waited for her to finish and then they made their way through 
tie market stalls to the Handyman Arms. 

‘I wonder where Giles has got to/ she said as they entered 

the hoteh 

‘1 think he*s gone over to the Four Feathers wth Lord Leak-' 
ham/ Mr Turnbull told her. ‘He said something about putting 
him in a more mellow mood.* 

Lady Maud looked at him furiously. ‘Did he indeed? WelL I U 
see about that," she snapped and leaving Mr Turnbull in the 
foyer she went into the manager’s oflSce and phoned the Fom 
Feathers. When she came out there was a new glint of mahce in 
her eye. 

They went into the dining-room and sat doivn. 

At the Four Feathers Sir Giles ordered two large whiskies in the 
lounge before sending for the menu. 

Lord Leakham took his whisky doubtfully. 

‘I really shouldn’t at this time of the day/ he said. Peptic 
ulcer you know. Still, it’s been a tiring morning. Who was that 
ghastly woman in the front row who kept interrupting?’ 

‘I think m have prawns to start with/ said Sir Giles hur- 
riedly. 

‘Reminded me of the assizes in Newbury in ^28,* Lord Leak- 
ham continued. ‘Had a lot of trouble with a woman there. Kept 
getting up in the dock and shouting. Now what was her name? 
He scratched his head with a mottled hand. 

‘Lady Maud is rather outspoken/ Sir Giles agreed. ‘She has 
something of a reputation m this part of the world ’ 

‘I can well beheve it,* said the Judge. 

‘She’ s a Handyman, you know.* 

‘Really?’ said Lord Ijeakham indifferently. ‘I should have 
thought she could have afforded to employ one/ 

‘The Handyman family have always been very influential,’ Sir 
Giles explained. ‘They oivn the brewery and a number of li- 
censed premises. This is a Handyman House, as a matter of 
fact.* 
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thing?* she demanded loudly. Sic Giles and Me Turnbull shifted 

uncomfortably in their scats. 

‘You may continue, Mr Hoshins.’ said the judge. 

Mr Hoskms turned to a large relief model of the J 
which stood on a table. ‘As you can see from this model So 
Worfordshire is a particularly beautiful county.’ he , 

‘Any fool with eyes in his head can sec that,* Lady Ma 
commented loudly. ‘It doesn’t require a damnfool model. 

‘Contmue, Mr Hoshins, continue,’ Lord Lcahham said wit a 
restraint that suggested he had in mind giving Lady Maud rope 
to hang herself with. 

‘Beanng this in mind the Mimstry has attempted to presen 
the natural amenities of the area to the greatest possib e 
extent— 

‘My foot,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘We have here,’ Mr Hoskins went on, pointing to a ridge of 
hills that ran north and south of the Gorge, ‘the Cleene Forest, 
an area of designated natural beauty noted for its wld life , . • 
‘Why is It,’ Lady Maud enquired of Mr Turnbull, ‘that the 
only species that doesn’t seem to be protected is the human? 

By the time the Enquiry adjourned for lunch Mr Hoskins had 
presented the case for the Ministry. As they went downstairs 
Mr Turnbull had to admit that he was not optimistic. 

‘The snag as I see it hes m those seventy-five council houses 
in Ottertown If it weren’t for them I think we would stand a 
good chance, but quite frankly I can’t see the Enquiry deciding 
in favour of demohshmg them. The cost would be enormous 
and in any case there is the additional ten miles to be taken 
into account Frankly, 1 am not hopeful.’ 

It was market day m Worford and the town was full. Outside 
the courtroom two TV cameras had been set up. 

‘I have no intention of bemg evicted from my home,’ Lady 
Maud told the mterviewer from the BBC ‘My family have hved 
in the Cleene Gorge for five hundred years and . .’ 

Mr Turnbull turned away sadly It was no good Lady Maud 
niight say what she liked, at would make no difference The 
niotorway would still come through the Gorge. In any case 



lady Maud had made a had impression on Lord Leahham. He 
waited for her to finish and then they made their way through 
the market stalls to the Handyman Arms. 

‘I wonder where Giles has got to/ she said as they entered 
the hotel. 

‘I think he's gone over to the Four Feathers %vith Lord Leak- 
ham/ Mr Turnbull told her. *He said something about putting 
hun m a more mellow mood/ 

Lady Maud looked at hirn furiously. *Did he indeed? Well, I 
see about that,* she snapped and leaving Mr Turnbull in the 
foyer she went into the manager’s office and phoned the Fo^ 
Feathers. When she came out there was a new glint of malice in 
her 

They went into the dining-room and sat down. 


* 

At the Four Feathers Sir Giles ordered two large whiskies in the 
lounge before sending for the menu. 

^rdLeakham took his whisky doubtfully. ‘Peotic 

I really shouldn't at this time of the day/ he sai • 

^Icet you know. Still, it's been a tiring morning. Who was 
gh^tly woman in the front row who kept interrupring 
I think m have prawns to start with,’ said Sir 

^ . ,,g- lord leak- 

Keminded me of the assizes in Newbury m ^ 
ham continued. ‘Had a lot of trouble with a woman , 

getting up in the dock and shouting. Now what was 
He scratched his head with a mottled hand. , jias 

Lady Maud is rather outspoken/ Sir Giles a^ ^ • 

something of a reputation in this part of the won • 

■I can well believe it.* said the Judge. 

She-s a Handyman, you know/ , ‘I should have 

Really? said Lord Leakham indifferently*, 
iho^ht she could have afforded to employ Sir 

r ^^tnily have always ^ niunber of h- 

■^'5- O,™ the brewed as a matter of 
erased ptemtses. This « ^ Handyms" 


35 


‘Elsie Watson/ said Lord Leakham abruptly. ‘That’s the 
name.’ Sir Giles looked doubtful. 

‘Poisoned her husband. Kept shouting abuse from the dock 
Didn’t make the shghtest difference. Hanged her just the 
same.’ He smiled at tlie recollection. Sir Giles studied the menu 
wistfully and tried to think what to recommend for someone 
with a peptic ulcer. Oxtail k la Handyman or consomm6? On 
the other hand, he was dehghted at the way thmgs had gone at 
the Enquiry. Maud’s display had chnched the matter. Hnally he 
ordered Tournedos Handyman for himself, and Lord Leakham 
ordered fish 

‘Fish is off,’ said the head waiter. 

‘Off?’ said Sir Giles imtably. 

‘Not on, sir,’ the man explamed 

‘What on earth is Bal de Boeuf Handyman?’ asked the 
Judge. 

‘Faggot ’ 

‘I beg your pardon.’ 

‘Meatball.’ 


j Handyman?’ Lord Leakham enquired. 

Cod balls 

^ think I’ll have that.’ 

C>oci s Onif SHiu txi6 Wsitcr 

Lord Leakham looked desperately at the menu. ‘Is anything 
on? 

‘I can recommend the Poule au Pot Edward the Fourth.’ said 
Sir Giles. 

supToTeMbShaveTt- ' 

wa^t/eXpVy™aStt’ch'“ Mistincdy. He 

Gik^^rdeitd^o 

»vuiiKies to hide his irritation. 

In the kitchen the chef tonV c 

chiclcen; he sa.d ‘Ha can ha« ^ f t 

i^ncashire hotpot or faggots ^ 


'But It’s Lord Leakham and he ordered chicken/ the waiter 

protested. ‘Can’t you do something?’ _ 

The chef took a bottle of chilh powder off the shelf I U 

something/ he said _ , /: j 

The wine waiter meanwhile was having difficulty nnoing a 

Chambertin. In the end he took the oldest bottle he could fin . 
•Are you sure you want me to serve him this?’ he asked the 
manager, holdmg up a bottle fiUed with a purple cloudy fluid 

that looked like a post-mortem speamen . 

That’s what her ladyship instructed/ said the manager Just 


change the label/ 

‘It seems a bloody pecuhar thing to do/ 

The manager sighed. ‘Don’t blame me/ he muttered. If she 
wants to poison the old bugger that’s her affair. I m just paid to 

do what she tells me. What is it anyway?’ - . 

The wine waiter wiped the bottle ‘It says it s crusted port 

he said doubtfully , , 

•Ctusted-s about the word/ said the mauaget 
to the Htchen, where the chef was crumbling 
faggots on to half a fried chicken. Fot Gods sake don 1 1 
anyone else have a taste of that stuS.’ be told ^ 

■Serve him right fot poking his nose 
chef, and pouted sauce from the 
dish Thp manaaer went "upstairs and signalle 
wa^et SuX and Lord leakham finished theit whiskies and 

went through into the dining-room 

TT j T^dv Maud finished her lunch and 

At the Handyman Arms uauy ^ ’ 

ordered cofEer'One can place too much rehance ^ • 

she said. -My family didn’t get where they did by appeahng to 

Lady Maud.- said Mr Turnbull. •! unpW^^^^ 

do anything foolish. The situation is a ea y 

difficulty and quite frankly vour intetrup ons g 

didn’t help. I’m afraid Lord Leakham may have been prejudiced 

^JLady Maud snorted. ‘If he isn’t he soon will be, she said. 


- 
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‘You don’t senously suppose that I intend to accept his judg- 
ment? The man is a bufEoon.* ^ 

‘He is also a retired judge of considerable reputation/ said 
Mr Turnbull doubtfully. 

‘His reputation is only just beginning,’ Lady Maud rephed. ‘It 
has been perfectly obvious from the beginmng that he was 
going to decide to recommend that the motorway be put 
through the Gorge. The Ottertown route is not an alternative. 
It’s a red herring. Well. I for one am not going to put up with 
that.’ 

‘I don’t really see what you can do.’ 

That, Henry Turnbull, is because you are a lawyer and hold 
the law m high regard. I don’t. And smce the law is an ass I 
intend to see that everyone is aware of the fact.’ 

I wish I could see some way out of the situation,* said Mr 
Turnbull sadly. 

Lady Maud stood up. You will, Henry, you will,’ she said. 
‘There^are more ways of killing a cat than choking it with 
cream. And leaving Mr Turnbull to meditate on the im' 
plications of this remark she stalked out of the dining-room 

* 

At the Four Feathers Lord Leakham would have understood at 
once, though given the choice he would have chosen cream 
every time. The prawn cocktail which he had not ordered but 
which had been thrust on him by the head waiter appeared to 
have been marinated m tabasco, but it was as nothing to the - 
Poule au Pot Edward the Fourth His first mouthful left him 
speechless and with the absolute conviction that he had swal- 
lowed some appalhng corrosive substance like caustic soda. 

That chicken looks good,* said Sir Giles as the Judge 
struggled to get his breath. ‘It’s a spedahty of the maison vou 
know.’ ’ ^ 



^et it was he "svas in tlie process of swallowing it most cer- 
tainly wasn’t Chambertin ’64. For one thing it appeared to be 
filled with some sort of gravel which put him in mind of ground 
glass and for another what he could taste of the muck seemed 
to be nauseatmgly s^veet. Stifling the impulse to vomit he held 
the glass up to the light and stared into its opaque depths. 

‘Anything the matter?’ asked Sir Giles. 

‘What did you say this was?’ asked the Judge. 

Sir Giles looked at the label on the bottle. ‘Chambertm ’64’, 
he muttered. ‘Is it corked or something?’ 

‘It’s certainly something,’ said Lord Leakham who ■wished 
the stuff had never been bottled, let alone corked. 

‘rU get ano±er bottle,’ said Sir Giles and signalled to the 
tvine waiter. 

‘Not on my account I beg you.’ 

But It was too late As the wme waiter hurried away lord 
heakham, distracted by the strange residue under his upper 
dentures, absent-mindedly took another mouthful of Poule au 
Pot 

‘I thought it looked a bit dark myself,’ said Sir Giles ignoring 
the desperate look in Lord Leakham’s bloodshot eyes. ‘Mmd 
you I have to admit I’m not a connoisseur of wmes.’ 

Still gasping for air. Lord Leakham pushed his plate away. 
For a moment he resisted the temptation to quench the flames 
With crusted port but the certam knowledge that unless he did 
something he would never spealc agam swept aside all con- 
siderations of taste. Lord Leakham drained his glass. 

• 

In the public bar of the Handyman Arms Lady Maud an- 
nounced that drmks were on the house. Then she crossed the 
Market Square to the Goat and Goblet and repeated the order 
before making her way to the Red Cow. Belund her the bars 
filled with thirsty fanners and by two o’clock all Worford was 
dnnking Lady Maud’s health and damnation to the motorway. 
Outside the Old Courthouse she stopped to chat with the TV 
tnen. A crowd had assembled and Lady Maud was cheered as 
she went inside. 
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‘I must say we da seem to have the public on out side, said 
General Burnett as they went upstairs. ‘Mind you I thought 
thmgs looked pretty grim this morning * 

Lady Maud smiled to herself. ‘I think you will find they liven 
up this afternoon,* she said and swept majestically into the 
' courtroom where Colonel and Mrs Chapman were chattering 
with the BuUett-Fmches. 

‘Leakham has a fine record as a judge,* Colonel Chapman 
was saymg. ‘I think we can rely on him to see our pomt of 
view.’ 




By the time he had finished his lunch Lord Leakham was in- 
capable of seemg anyone’s pomt of view but his own. What 
prawns tabasco and Poule au Pot had begun, the Chambertin 
*64 and its successor, a refined vinegar that Sir Giles chose to 
imagine was a Chabhs, had completed. Ihat and the P^che 
Maud with which Lord Leakham had attempted to soothe the 
spasms of his peptic ulcer. The tinned peaches had been all 
right but the ice cream had been larded witb a mixture of 
cloves and nutmeg, and as for the coffee 

As he hobbled down the steps of the Four Feathers in the 
vam hope of findmg his car waiting for - it had been 
moved on by a traffic warden ^ as he limped up Ferret Lane and 
across Abbey Close accompamed by his loathsome host. Lord 
Leakham’s mtemal organs sounded the death kneU of what 
httle restraint he had shown before lunch. By the time he 
reached the Old Courthouse to be booed by a large crowd o^ 
farmers and their wives he was less a retired judge than an 
active mcendiary device. 


‘Have those damned oafs moved on.’ he snarled at Sir Giles. 
‘I wll not he subject to hoohgamsm.’ 

Sir Giles phoned pohce station and asked them to send 
^ Courthouse. As he took bis seat beside 
^ A ^ things Were not proceeding as he 

^ -u.- heakhatn’s complexion was horablv 

^ shook as he rapped the gavel on the 


“The hearing ■will resume.’ he said huskily. ‘Silence m 
court,’ The courtroom was crowded and the Judge had to 
use his gavel a second time before the talkmg stopped. ‘Next 
witness.’ 

Lady Maud rose to her feet. ‘I \vish to make a statement,’ she 
said. Lord Leakham looked at her reluctantly. Lady Maud was 
iiot a sight for sore stomachs. She was large and her manner 
suggested something indigestible. 

%Ve are here to take evidence,’ said the Judge, ‘not to hsten 
to statements of opinion.’ 

Mr Turnbull stood up. ‘My lord,’ he said deferentially, ‘my 
cheat’s opimon is evidence before this Enquiry.* 

‘Opimon is not evidence,’ said Lord Leakham. ‘Your chent 
whoever she may be . . .* 

‘Lady Maud Lynchwood of Handyman Hall, my lord,’ Ivlr 
Turnbull informed him 

*. . . is entitled to hold what opinions she may choose,* Lord 
Leakham contmued, staring at the author of Poule au Pot 
Edward the Fourth with undisguised loathmg, ‘but she may not 
express them in this court and expect them to be accepted as 
evidence. You should know the rules of evidence, sir ’ 

Mr Turnbull adjusted his glasses defiantly. ‘The rules of evi- 
dence do not, with due deference to your lordship’s opinion, 
apply in the present circumstances. My chent is not under oath 
and—’ 

‘Silence m court,* snarled the Judge, addressing himself to a 
drunken farmer from Guildstead CarboneU who was dis- 
cussmg swine fever with his neighbour. With a pathetic look at 
Lady Maud Mr Turnbull sat down 

‘Next witness,* said Lord Leakham. 

Lady Maud stood her ground. ‘I wish to protest,* she said 
With a nng of authonty that brought a hush to the courtroom 
‘This Enquiry is a travesty — ’ 

‘Silence m court,* shouted the Judge. 

‘I will not be silenced,’ Lady Maud shouted back. ‘This is not 
a courtroom — ^* 

‘It most certainly is.* snarled the Judge. 
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Lady Maud hesitated. The courtroom was obviously a court- 
room. There was no denying the fact. 

‘What 1 meant to say . . she began, 

‘Silence in court,* screamed Lord Leahham whose peptic 
ulcer was in the throes of a new crisis. 

Lady Maud echoed the Judge’s private thoughts. ‘You arc not 
fit to conduct this Enquiry,’ she shouted, and was supported by 
several members of the public. ‘You arc a senile old fool. I have 
a right to be heard.* 

In his chair Lord Leahham’s mottled head turned a plum 
colour and his hand reached for the gavel. T hold you in con- 
tempt of court,* he shouted banging the gavel. Lady Maud 
lurched towards him menacingly. ‘Officer, arrest this woman/ 
‘My lord,’ Mr Turnbull said, ‘I beg you to . . / but it was too 
late. As Lady Maud advanced two constables, evidently acting 
on the assumption that an exq'udge of the High Court knew his 
law better than they did, seized her arms. It was a terrible 
mistake. Even Sit Giles could sec that. Beside him Mr Turnbull 
was shouting that this was an unlawful act, and behind him 
pandemonium had broken out as members of the public rose 
m their scats and surged forward. As his wife was frog- 
marched, still shouting abuse, from the courtroom, as Lord 
Lcakham bellowed in vain for the court to be cleared, as 
fighting broke out and windows were broken. Sir Giles sat 
slumped in his scat and contemplated the ruin of his plans< 


Downstairs the TV cameramen, alerted by the shouts and the 
fragments of broken glass raining on their heads from the 
windows above, aimed thcit cameras on the courtroom door as 
Lady Maud emerged dishevelled and suddenly surpnsingly 
demure between large policemen. Somewhere between the 
courtroom and the cameras her twinset had been quite ob- 
scenely disarranged, a shoe had been discarded, her skirt was 

appeared to have lost two front 
* r>hi 'inri attempt at a smile she collapsed on the 
pavern » vas ilmcd being dragged across the market 
square to the police station. ‘Help,* she screamed as the crowd 


parted. ‘Please help.’ And help was forthcomiiig. A small dark 
figure hurtled out of the Courthouse and on to the larger of the 
two pohcemen. Inspired by Blott’s example several stallholders 
threw themselves into the fray. Hidden by the crowd from the 
cameras Lady Maud reasserted her authority. ‘Blott,* she said 
sternly, ‘let go of the constable’s ears.’ Blott dropped to the 
ground and the stallholders fell back obediently. ‘Constables, 
do your duty,’ said Lady Maud and led the way to the police 
station. 

Behmd herthe crowd turned its attention to Lord Leakham’s 
Rolls-Royce. Apples and tomatoes rained on the Old Court- 
house. To roars of approval from the onlookers Blott at- 
tempted single-handed to turn the car over and was 
immediately joined by several dozen farmers. When Lord Leak- 
ham, escorted by a posse of policemen, emerged from the 
Courthouse it was to find his Rolls on its side. It took several 
baton charges to clear a way through the crowd and all the 
time the cameras recorded faithfully the pubhc response to the 
proposed motorway through the Cleene Gorge. In Ferret Lane 
shop windows were broken. Outside the Goat and Goblet Lord 
Leakham was drenched with a pail of cold water. In the Abbey 
Close he was concussed by a portion of broken tombstone, and 
when he finally reached the Four Feathers the Fire Brigade had 
to be called to use then: hoses to disperse the crowd that be- 
sieged the hotel. By that time the Rolls-Royce was on fire and 
groups of drunken youths roamed the streets demonstrating 
their loyalty to the Handyman family by smashing street 
lamps. 

In her cell in the pohce station Lady Maud removed her 
dentures from her pocket and smiled at the sounds of revelry. 
If the price of justice was eternal pubhaty she was assured of a 
fair trial. She had done what she had set out to do. 
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In London the Cabinet, mectang to cope with yet anothec turn 
foe the worse m the balance of payments ensis, greeted the 
news of the disturbances in Worford less cnthusiasticaUy. The 
•evening papers had headlmed the arrest of an MP’s -wife but it 
was left to the television news to convey to millions of homes 
the impression that Lady Maud was the victim of quite out- 
rageous police brutahty. 

Oh my God, said the Prime Mimster as he watched her on 
the screen. ‘What the hell do they think they’ve been doing?’ 

It rather looks as if she s lost a couple of teeth/ said the 
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, ‘Is that a teat hanging 
out there?* 



crecaiy. 

•Who the hell appointed Leahham in the first place?' snarled 
the Prime Mmister. 

•It seemed a suitably unpattial appointment at the time.’ 
murmured 4e Munster of the Environment. 'As I remember it 
v,as thought that an Enquiry would satisfy local opinion.’ 
Satisfy . . .? began the Prime Mmister, only to be inter* 

T a / I S'””", ““ ChanceL who com- 

plained that the rule of law was breaking down and even after 

It was e^lained to him that Lord Leakham was “etired judge 
Minister of th^w 

absolute majority.- ^^-one would think we had an 

You U do better than rSnh * j ..i •„ 

On the screen Lord LeaTr^ Prune Minister grimly* 

bnlhantly. Rolls-Royce was burning 

The Minister of the Envir,,^ 

Environment hurried from the room and 
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phoned the home number of his Under-Secretary. want a 
troubleshooter sent to Worford to sort this mess out,* he said. 

‘A troubleshooter?’ Mr Rees, who was in bed with flu and 
whose temperature was 102, was in no fit state to deal with 
Ministerial requests for troubleshooters. 

‘Someone with a flair for public relations.* 

‘Public relations?* said Mr Rees, searching his mind for a 
subordinate who knew anything about public relations, ‘Can I 
let you know by Wednesday?* 

‘No,’ said the Minister, ‘I need to be able to teH the Prime 
Minister that we have the situation in hand. I want someone 
despatched tomorrow morning by the latest. We need to have 
someone up there who will take charge of negotiations. I look 
to you to pick someone with initiative. None of your run-of- 
the-mill old fogies. Someone different.® 

Mr Rees put the phone down with a sigh. ‘Someone different 
indeed,’ he muttered. ‘Troubleshooters.’ He felt aggrieved. He 
disliked being phoned at home, he disliked being ordered to 
make rapid decisions, he disliked the Minister and he par- 
ticularly disliked the suggestion that his department consisted 
of run-of-the-mili old fogies. 

He took another spoonful of cough mixture and considered 
a suitable candidate to send to Worford. Harrison was on 
leave. Beard was engaged on the Tanker Terminal at 
Scunthorpe. Then there was Dundridge Dundridge was clearly 
unsuitable. But the Minister had specified someone different 
and Dundridge was deadedly different. There was no denying 
that. Mr Rees lay back m his bed, his head fuz 2 y with flu and 
recalled some of Dundridge’s initiatives. There had been the 
one-way system for Central London, of an inflexibihty that 
would have made it impossible to drive from Hyde Park Comer 
to Piccadilly except by way of Tower Badge and Fleet Street 
Then there was his pilot project for instalhng sohd-state traffic 
hghts m Clapham, a scheme so aptly named that it had isolated 
that suburb from the rest of London for almost a week. In 
practical terms Dundndge was clearly a disaster. On the other 
hand he did have a flair for pubhc relations. His schemes 



sounded good and year by year Dundridgc had been promoted, 
carried upward by an ineluctable wave of inefficiency and the 
need to save the public the practical consequences of bis latest 
idea until he had reached that rarefied zone of administration 
where, thanks to the inertia of his subordinates, his projects 
could never be implemented 

Mr Rees, semi-delirious and drugged \vith cough medicine, 
deaded on Dundridge. He went downstairs and dictated his 
instructions by phone to the tape recorder on his secretary’s 
desk at the Ministcy. Then he poured himself a large whisky 
and drank to the thought of Dundridge in Worford. ’Trouble- 
shooter.’ he said and went back to bed. 


Dundridge travelled to work by tube. It was in his opinion the 
rational way to travel and one that avoided the harsh con- 
fusion of reahty. Seated in the train he was able to concentrate 
on essentials and to find some sense of order in the world 
above by studying the diagram of the Northern line on the 
wall opposite. Far above him there was chaos. Streets, houses, 
shops, blocks of flats, badges, cars, people, a welter of dis- 
parate and pe^erse phenomena ^vhich defied easy cat- 
egoraation. By looking at the diagram he could forget that 
co^sion Chalk Barm followed Belske Park and was itself 
followed hy Camden Town m a perfectly logical sequence so 

be. If Dundridge had 

have been. His life hVbeef^f T ° * 

abstract order that would havp, ^ pursuit of order, an 
experience. As far as he perplexities oi 

spice of hfe hut gave it a vanety was not the 

philosophy everything confnrr!?' flavour. In Dundndge’s 
was chance. namrTred 

hazard; on the other science °Tntrf j everythmg hap- 

Dundridge particularly fa^H 

^ tavoured numeration and his flat it 

46 



Hendcn conformed to his ideal. Everything he possessed was 
numhered and marked on a chart above his bed. His socks for 
instance were 01/7, the 01 referring to Dimdridge himself and 
the 7 to the socks and were to be found in the top drawer left 
(1) of his chest of drawers 23 against the wall 4 of his bedroom 
3. By referrmg to the chart and lookmg for 01 / 7 / 1 / 23 / 4/3 he 
could locate them almost immediately. Outside his flat things 
were less amenable and his attempts to introduce a similar 
system into his ofiBce at the Ministry had met with considerable 
“• grade 10 on the Dundndge scale - resistance and contributed 
to his frequent transfers from one department to another. 

He was therefore not m the least surprised to find that Mr 
Joynson wanted to see him in his office at 9.15. Dundndge 
arrived at 9.25. 

‘1 got held up in the tube,* he explained bitterly. ‘It*s really 
most irritating. I should have got here by 9.10 but the train 
didn' t arrive on time. It never does.* 

‘So I’ve noticed,’ said Mr Joynson. 

‘It’s the irregularity of the stops that does it,’ said Dun- 
dndge. ‘Sometimes it stops for half a minute and at other times 
for a nunute and a half. Really, you know, I do think it’s time 
We gave serious consideration to a system of contmuous flow 
underground transportation.’ 

‘I don't suppose it would make any difference,’ said Mr Joyn- 
son weanly. ‘Why don’t you just catch an earher tram?’ 

‘I’d be early.’ 

‘It would make a change. Anyway I didn’t ask you here to 
discuss the deficiencies of the Underground system ’ He paused 
und studied Mr Rees' mstructions Qmte apart from the incred- 
ible choice of Dundndge to handle a situation which demanded 
intelhgence, flexibihty and persuasiveness, there was an un- 
usually garbled quahty about the syntax that surprised him. 
Still, there was a lot to he said for getting Dundndge out of 
london for a while and he couldn’t be held personally re- 
sponsible for lus appointment. 

'I have here,' he said finally, 'details of your new job. Mr Rees 
wants you . . / 
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■My new job?' said Dundndge. 'But I'm wth Kdsutc Attivi- 

'^'■And very appropriate too,' said Mr ”°'Jub*e 

are mth Motorways Midlands Next montli I daresay 
able to and you a niche m Parks and Gardens ’ I 

‘I must say I hnd all this moving around very ^ 

don’t see how 1 can be expected to get anything cons 
done when I’m being shifted from one Department to a 


all the time. , 'Wenv* 

‘There is that to be said for it,' Mr Joynson agteea. 

ever, in this case there is nothing constructive for you to • 
You will merely he required to exercise a moderating mnu 
‘A moderating influence?’ Dundtidge perked up. 

Mr Joynson nodded. ‘A moderating influence,* he said 
consulted his instructions again. ‘You have been appointed 
Minister’s troubleshooter in Worford.* , ^ 

‘What?* said Dundridge, now thoroughly alarmed. ^ 
there’s just been a riot in Worford.* 

Mr yoynson smiled. He was beginning to enjoy himsdf. 
there has,’ he said. ‘Well now, your 30b is to sec that there are 
no more riots in Worford. Tm told it is a charming little tov^n 
Tt didn’t look very charming on the neivs last night,’ sai 
Dundndge 

‘Oh well, we mustn’t go by appearances now, must we? Her® 
is your letter of appointment. As you can see it gives you fdl 
powers to conduct negotiations—’ 

‘But 1 thought Lord Leakham was headmg the Enquiry.’ said 
Dundndge. 

‘Well, yes he is. But I understand he’s a httle mdisposed ]dst 
at the moment and in any case he appears to be under som® 
misapprehension as to his role.* 


‘You mean he is in hospital, don’t you?* said Dundridge. 

Mr Joynson ignored the question. He turned to a map on th 
wall bahind Jim 'The issue you will have to considet is leall 
quite simple, he said. 'The MIDI, as you can see here, has tw 
possibly routes. One through the Qeene Gorge here, the oth' 
throu^ Octertown. The Ottettown route is out of the questio 



for a number of reasons. You toII see to it that Leakham 
deades on the Cleene Gorge route.* 

‘Surely it’s up to him to decide,* said Dundridge. 

Mr Joynson sighed. ‘My dear Dundridge, when you have been 
in pubhc service as long as I have you will know’ that Enquiries, 
koyal Commissions and Boards of Arbitration are only set up 
to make recommendations that concur with decisions already 
taken by the experts. Your job is to see that Lord Leakham 
arrives at the correct decision.* 

‘What happens if he doesn’t?’ 

‘God alone knows. I suppose in the present climate of 
opmion we’ll have to go ahead and build the bloody thing 
through Ottertown, and then there would be hell to pay. It is 
up to you to see it doesn’t. You have full powers to negotiate 
'vith the parties involved and I daresay Leakham will cooper- 
ate’ 

‘I don’t see how I can negotiate when I’ve got nothing to 
negotiate with,’ Dundndge pointed out plaintively'. ‘And in any 
case what does it mean by troubleshooter?’ 

‘Presumably whatever you choose to make it,’ said Mr Joyn- 
son. 

Dundridge took the file on the MlOl back to his office. 

‘I’m the Mimster’s troubleshooter in the Midlands division,’ 
he told his secretary grandly and phoned the transport pool 
for a car. Then he read his letter of authority once again. It was 
quite clear that his abilities had been recognized in high places, 
Dundridge had power, and he was determined to use it. 

• 

At Handyman Hall Lady Maud congratulated herself on her 
skill in disrupting the Enquiry. Released from custody against 
her ovra better judgment at the express command of the Chief 
Constable, she returned to the Hall to be deluged by messages 
of support. General Burnett called to offer her his con- 
gratulations. Mrs BuUett-Finch phoned to see if there was any- 
thing she needed after the ordeal of her confinement, a term 
Lady Maud found almost as offensive as Colonel Chapman’s 
comment that she was full of spunk. Even Mrs Thomas wrote 
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to thank her on behalf, as she modestly put it. 
people. Lady Maud accepted these tributes abruptly. Thej 
she felt quite unnecessary. She had only been doing her J 
after all. As she put it to the reporter from the Ohsciver. Lo 
interests can only be looked after by local authorities, 
suffiaently ambiguous expression to satisfy the correspon 
while stating very precisely Lady Maud’s own view of her ro 
in South Worfordshire. 

‘And do you intend to sue the pohee for unlaivful arrest? 
reporter asked. 

‘Certainly not. I have the greatest respect for the pohc 
They do a magmficent job. I hold Lord Leakham entirely re 
sponsible. I am taking legal counsel as to what action I shou 
take agamst him.’ 

* 

In the Worford Cottage Hospital Lord Leakham greeted the 
news that she was considermg legal proceedmgs against hid 
with a show of indifference. He had more immediate problems, 
the state of his digestive system for one thing, six stitches m 
his scalp for another, and besides he was suffering from con- 
cussion. In his lucid moments he prayed for death and m his 
' delirium shouted obscemties. 

• 

But if Lord Leakham was too preoccupied with his own prob- 
lems to think at all clearly about the disruption of the Enquiry* 
Sir Giles could think of httle else. 

The whole situation is extremely awkward,* he told Hoskins 
when they conferred at the latter’s office the next morning- 
‘That bloody woman has put the cat among the pigeons and no 
mistake. She’s turned the whole thing into an issue of national 
mterest. I’ve been mandated with calls from conservationists 
from all over the country, all supporting our stand It’s bloody 
infuriating. ^ Why can’t they mind their own confoimded 
Business?’ 

Hoskms hthis pipe moodily. ‘That s not all, he said, ‘they’re 
sending some bigwig up from the Ministry to take charge of the 
negotiations.* 



‘That’s all we need, some damned bureaucrat to come poking 
his nose into our affaurs.’ 

‘Quite,’ said Hoskms, *so from now on no more phone calls 
to me here. I can’t afford to be connected with you.’ 

‘Do you think he’s gomg to choose the Ottertown route?’ 

Hoskins shrugged. ‘I’ve no idea. All I do know is that if I 
were in his shoes I’m damned if I’d recommend the Gorge.’ 

‘Let me knoiv what the bhghter suggests,’ said Sir Giles and 
"went out to his car. 


7 

To Dundridge, travelling up the Ml, the underlying com- 
plexities of the situation in South Worfordshire were quite un- 
known. For the first time in his life he was armed vdth 
authonty and he mtended to put it to good use. He would make 
a name for himself. The years of frustration were over.He would 
return to London with his reputation for swift, deciswe action 
firmly estabhshed. 

At Warwick he stopped for lunch, and while he ate he 
studied the file on the motorway. There was a map of the 
distnct, the outline of the alternative routes, and a hst of those 
people through whose property the motorway would run and 
the sums they would receive as compensation. Dundndge con- 
centrated his attention on the latter. A single glance was 
enough to explain the urgency of his appointment and the 
difficulty of his mission The list read like a roll-call of the 
^Pper class m the county. Sir Giles Lynchwood, General Bur- 
kett, Colonel Chapman, Mr Bullett-Fmch, Miss Percival. Dun- 
dndge peered uncomfortably at the names and incredulously at 
the sums they were bemg offered A quarter of a million 
pounds for Sir Giles. One hundred and fifty thousand to Gen- 
eral Burnett One hundred and twenty thousand to Colonel 
Chapman. Even Miss Fetaval whose occupation was listed as 
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to tiarfc her on hehalf, as she modestly put it. 
people, lady Maud accepted these tributes abruptly. T1 y 
she felt quite unnecessary. She had only been doing ^ 
after all. As she put it to the reporter from the Observer, ^ 
interests can only be looked after by local J^nt 

sufficiently ambiguous expression to satisfy the corr^ 
while stating very precisely Lady Maud’s own view ot iie 


in South Worfordshire. , 

‘And do you intend to sue the pohee for unlawful arres 

reporter asked. , 

‘Certainly not. I have the greatest respect for the po • 
They do a magmficent job. I hold Lord Leakham entire y 
sponsible. I am taking legal counsel as to what action I shou 
take against him.’ 


* 

In the Worford Cottage Hospital Lord Leakham greeted 
news that she was considermg legal proceedings against him 
with a show of mdifierence. He had more immediate problems, 
the state of his digestive system for one thing, six stitches m 
Ills scalp for another, and besides he was suffering from con- 
cussion. In his lucid moments he prayed for death and m hi 
delirium shouted obscemties. 


But if Lord Leakham was too preoccupied with his own prob 
lems to th in k at all clearly about the disruption of the Enquiry* 
Sir Giles could think of htde else. 

‘The whole situation is extremely awkward,’ he told Hoskins 
when they conferred at the latter’s office the next morning- 
‘That bloody woman has put the cat among the pigeons and no 
mistake. She s turned the whole thing mto an issue of nationa 
interest. Tve been mundated with calls from conservatiomsts 
from all over the country, all supporting our stand It’s bloody 
infuriating. ^ Why can t they mmd their own confounded 
business?’ 

Hoskins lit his pipe moodily. That’s not all,’ he said, ‘they’re 
sending some bigwig up from the Ministry to take charge of the 

negotiations . 


50 


lived if not for the present at least the immediate future, these 
memento mon held no attractions for him They cast horrid 
doubts on the rational nature of existence Not that Dundridge 
believed in reason He placed his faith in science and numer- 
ation. 

Now as he drove northwards he had to admit that he v/as 
entenng a world far removed from his ideal Even the sky had 
changed with the landscape and the shadows of large clouds 
slid erratically across the fields and hills By the time he 
reached South Worfordshite he was distinctly perturbed. If 
Worford was anything like the surrounding countryside it must 
he a hornd place filled with violent, irrational creatures swayed 
hy strange emotions. It was As he drove over the bridge that 
spanned the Cleene he seemed to have moved out of the 
^entieth century into an earlier age The houses below the 
town gate were huddled together higgledy-piggledy and only 
their scrubbed doorsteps redeemed their squalid lack of uni- 
formity. The gate, a great stuccoed tower with a dark narrow 
entrance, loomed up before him He drove nervously through 
and emerged into a street lined with eighteenth-century 
houses Here he felt temporarily more at home but his rehef 
evaporated when he reached the town centre Dark narrow 
alleyways, half-timbered medieval houses jutting over the 
pavement, cobbled streets, and shopfronts w’hich retained the 
format of an earher age Pots and pans, spa^des and sickles hung 
outside an ironmongers Duffel coats, corduroy trousers and 
breeches were displayed outside an outfitters A mackerel 
gleamed on a fishmonger’s marble slab while a saddler’s was 
adorned with bits and bridles and leather belts Worford was in 
short a perfectly normal market town but to Dundndge, accus- 
tomed to the soothing anonymity of supermarkets, there was a 
disturbing, archaic quality about it He drove into the Market 
Square and asked the car-park attendant for the Regional Plan- 
ning Office The attendant didn’t know or if he did, Dundridge 
was none the wiser. The accents of Wales and England met m 
South Worfordshire, met and mmgled incomprehensibly. Dun- 
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dridge parked Ms car and went into a telephone kiosk. He 
looked in the Directory and found the Planning Office m 
Knacker’s Yard 

‘Where’s Knacker’s Yard?’ he asked the car-park attendant 
‘Down Giblet Walk.’ 

‘Very informative,’ said Dundndge with a shudder. And 
where’s Giblet Walk?’ 

‘Well now, let’ s see, you can go down past the Goat and 
Goblet or you can take a short cut through the Shambles,’ said 
the old man and spat mto the gutter. 

Dundndge considered this unenticing alternative. ‘Where 
are the Shambles?’ he asked finally. 

‘Behmd you,’ said the attendant 

Dundndge turned round and looked into the shadow of a 
narrow alley. It was cobbled and led down the hill and out of 
sight. He walked down it uncomfortably. Several of the houses 
were boarded up and one or two had actually fallen down and 
the alleyway had a pecuhar smell that he associated with foot- 
paths and tunnels under railway hnes. Dundridge held his 
breath and hurried on and came out into Knacker’s Yard where 
a sign in front of a large red-bnck bmldmg said Regional Plan- 
ning Board He opened an iron gate and went down a path to 
the door. 


Plannmg Board s on the second floor,’ said a dentist s 
assistant who emerged from a room holding a metal bowl 
an which a pair of false teeth rested pinkly. ‘You’ll be lucky 
ticul^?’ though. You lookmg for anyone in pat' 

‘Mr Hoskins,’ said Dundndge 

It-s o!i Ae 

landiim Hundndge and went upstairs. On the first 

stone Club DundndgtTooted*"^ Worford and Distnct Glad- 
As the woman had sli “ doubtfully and went on up 

Dundndge went downskTr R'Poual Planning Board was shut. 

ing. Then, reminding liinis.r,t Tn on the tod- 

that he was the Minister s plen- 
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ipotentiary and troubleshooter, he opened the door and looked 
inside. 

You looking for someone?’ asked a large red-faced man who 
Was standing beside a billiard table. 

I’m looking for Mr Hoskins, the Planning Officer,’ said Dun- 

The red-faced man put down his cue and stepped for- 
ward. 

‘Then you’ve come to the nght place,’ he said. ‘Bob, there’s a 
bloke wants to see you.’ 

Another large red -faced man who was sitting at the bar in 

comer turned round and stared at Dundndge ‘What can I 
do for you?’ he asked. 

Tm from the Mmistry of the Environment,’ said Dundndge. 

Christ,’ said Mr Hoskins and got down from his bar stool. 
’You’re early aren’t you? Wasn’t expecting you till tomorrow.’ 

The Mimster is most anxious that I should get down to work 
as rapidly as possible.* ' 

‘Quite right,’ said Mr Hoskins more cheerfully now that he ' 
could see that Dundndge w’asn’t sixty, didn’t wear gold- 
nmmed glasses and didn’t carry an air of authority about him. 
What will you have?’ 

Dundndge hesitated. It wasn’t his habit to dnnk in the 
middle of the afternoon ‘A half of bitter,’ he said finally. 

‘Make it two pints,’ Hoskins told the barman. They took 
fficir glasses across to a small table in the corner and sat down. 

At the bilhard table the men resumed their game. 

Awkward business this,’ said Mr Hoskins, ‘I don’t envy you 
your job. Local feeling’s none too good.’ 

‘So I’ve noticed,’ said Dundndge sipping his beer. It tasted, 

^ he had anticipated, both strong and unpleasantly organic. 

Cn the wall opposite a portrait of Mr Gladstone glared relent- 
lessly down on this derehction of the hcensmg laws Spurred on 
by his example, Dundndge attempted to explain his mission. 
The Mimster is particularly anxious that the negotiations 
should be handled tactfully. He has sent me to see that the 
outcome of these negotiations has the backmg of all the parties 
involved.’ 
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‘Has he?’ said Mr Hoskins. ‘Well, all I can say is that you 11 
have your work cut out.’ 

‘Now as I see it, the best approach would be to propose an 
alternative route,’ Dundridge continued. 

‘We’ve done that already. Through Ottertown.’ 

‘Out of the question,’ said Dundndge. 

‘I couldn’t agree more,’ said Mr Hoskms. ‘Which leaves the 
Cleene Gorge.’ 

‘Or the hills to the south?’ suggested Dundridge hopefully- 
Mr Hoskms shook his head ‘Cleene Forest is an area of 
natural beauty, a designated area. Not a hope m hell ’ 

‘Well that doesn’t leave us with many alternatives, does it? 

‘It doesn’t leave us with any,’ said Mr Hoskms. 

Dundndge drank some more beer. The mood of opthnism 
with which he had started the day had qmte left him. It was all 
very well to talk about negodatmg hut there didn’t seem any 
negotiations to conduct. He was faced with the unenviable task 
of enforcing a thoroughly unpopular decision on a group of 
extremely influential and hostile landowners. It was not a 
prospect he rehshed. ‘I don’t suppose there is any chance of 
persuadmg Sir Giles Lynchwood and General Burnett to drop 
their opposition, he said without much hope. 

‘Not a hope m heU,’ Hoskms told him. ‘and anyway if they 
did it wouldn’t make the shghtest difference. It’s Lady Maud 
you ve got to worry about And she isn’t gomg to budge.’ 

■n. ^ say you make it all sound extremely difficult,’ said 
Dundndge and fimshed his beer By the tmie he left the Glad- 
stone Club he had a clear picture of the situation The stum- 
bhng block was Handyman Hall and Lady Maud He would 
u ^ monung He 

'snuareandbiiSf^^ Shambles and Giblet Walk to the Market 
square and booked m at the Handyman Arms. 

At the Hall Sir Giles snpn^ j 4 ,, 

This seclusion was only nartW . sequestered in his study 

in the house and gtouL ' f n 

seemed to feel that he wa.L * 

^ an mtruder m his own home. More 
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to the point was the fact that Lady Maud had expressed herself 
very forcibly on the matter of his lunch with Lord Leakham If 
the Judge regretted that lunch, and from the reports of the 
doctors at the Cottage Hospital he had cause to, so did Sir 
Giles. 


1 was only tr>'ing to help,’ he had explained ‘I thought if I 
gave him a good lunch he might be more prepared to see our 
side of the case.’ 

Our side of the case?’ Lady Maud snorted ‘If it comes to 
that we didn’t have a case at all It was perfectly obvious he was 
going to recommend the route through the Gorge.’ 

‘There is the Ottertown alternative,’ Sir Giles pointed out. 

Alternative my foot,’ said Lady Maud ‘If you can’t see a red 
hernng when it’s thrust under your nose, you’re a bigger fool 
than I take you for.* ‘ 

Sir Giles had retreated to his study cursmg his wife for her 
perspicacity. There had been a very nasty look in her eye at the 
toention of Ottertown, and one or two unpleasant cracks about 
property speculators and their ways over breakfast had made 
him wonder if she had heard anything about Hoskms’ new 
house And now there was this damned official from Whitehall 
to poke his nose into the affair Finally and most disturbing of 
all there had been the voices Or rather one voice his own 
While putting the car away before lunch he had distinctly 
heard himself assunng nobody in particular that they could 
look to him to see that nothing was done that would in any way 
jeopardize — Sir Giles had stared round the yard with a wild 


surmise For a moment he had supposed that he had been 
talking to himself but the presence in his mouth of a cigar had 
ended that explanation Besides the voice had been quite dis- 
tinct. It had been a most disturbing experience and one for 
which there was no rational explanation It had taken two stiff 


whiskies to convince him that he had imagined the whole 
thing Now to take his mind off the occurrence ^he sat at his 
desk and concentrated on the motorway. 

Red herring mdeed,’ he muttered to himself T wonder 
what she would have said if Leakham had deaded m favour of 
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Ottertown.’ It was an idle thought and quite out of the queS' 
don. They would never build a motorway through Ottertown. 
Old Francis Puckenngton would have another heart attack. 
Old Franas Puckermgton ... Sir Giles stopped in his tracks, 
amazed at his own intuitive brilliance. Francis Puckering- 
ton, the Member for Ottertown, was a dying man. What 
had the doctors said? That he’d be lucky to hve to tlie next 
general election. There had been rumours that he was going to 


resign his seat. And his majority at the last election had been a 
negligible one, somewhere in the region of fifty. If Leakham 
had decided on the Ottertown route it would have killed old 


Francis. And then there would have to be a bye-election Sir 
Giles devious mind catalogued the consequences. A bye- 
election fought on the issue of the motorway and thedemohtion 
of seventy-five council houses with a previous majority of fifty 
It wasn’t to be thought of The Chief Whip would go berserk 
Leakham s decision would be reversed. The motorway would 
come through the Cleene Gorge after all. And best of all not a 
shred of suspicion would rest on Sir Giles. It was a brilliant 
stratagem. It would put him m the clear. He was about to reach 
for the phone to call Hoskins when it occurred to him that he 
had better wait to hear what the man from the Ministry had to 
say. There was no point in rushing things now. He would go 

morning Imbued with a new spirit of 
c ance c e t the study and selecting a large walking-stick 

sZl " 


1 ^ ^temoon. The sun shone down out of a 

^ ° ^ ^ flowering cherries by the kitchen 

"'ff “ ^^-^^omcd with smug 

iHhit ^ to admire the 

nossibihtv of 1“®^ considering the 

thousand when for compensation to three hundred 

speaking Tm damnid ^rm a *^ii ^'Tf 

he desecrated by a mototmv T?,‘n n'' “ 

oinity o£ raismg the maSi "'’'’“a 

matter m the House. Sit Giles stared 
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round the garden panic-stricken, but there was no one in sight. 
He turned and looked at the Hall but the windows were all 
shut. To his nght was the wall of the kitchen garden. Sir Giles 
burned across the lawn to the door in the wall and peered 
inside. Blott was bus}' in a cucumber frame. 

’Did you say anythmg?’ Sir Giles asked. 

‘Me?’ said Blott. T didn’t say anythmg Did you?’ 

Sir Giles hurried back to the house. It was no longer a glon- 
ous afternoon It was a quite horrible afternoon. He went mto 
his study and shut the door. 


8 

Dundridge spent a perfectly foul night at the Handyman Arms. 
His room there had a sloping floor, a yellowed ceilmg, an ochre 
chest of drawers and a wardrobe whose door opened of its 
own accord ten minutes after he had shut it. It did so with a 
hideous wheeze and would then creak softly until he got out of 
bed and shut it agam. He spent half the night trying to devise 
some method of keeping it closed and the other half bstening 
to the noises commg from the next room These were of a most 
disturbmg sort and suggested an incompatibihty of size and 
temperament that played havoc with his imagination. At two 
o’clock he managed to get to sleep, only to be woken at three 
by a sudden eruption in the drampipe of his washbasin which 
appeared to be most unhygienically connected to the one next 
door. At half past three a dawn breeze rattled the signboard 
outside his wmdow. At four the man next door asked if some- 
one wanted it again. ‘For God’s sake,’ Dundndge muttered and 
buned his head under the pillow to shut out this evidence of 
sexual excess At ten past four the wardrobe door, respondmg 
to the seismic tremors from the next room, opened again and 
creaked softly. Dundridge let it creak and turned for rehef to 
his composite woman With her assistance he managed to get 
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back to sleep to be woken at seven by a repulsive-looking girl 
with a tea-tray. 

‘Is there anything else you wanted?’ she asked coyly. 
‘Certainly not,' said Dundndge wondering what there was 
about him that led only the most revolting females to offer him 
their venereal services. He got up and went along to the bath- 
room and wrestled with the intricacies of a gas-fired geyser 
which had evidently set its mind on asphyxiating him or blow- 
ing him up. In the end he had a cold wash. 

By the time he had finished breakfast he tvas in a tliotoughly 
bad mood. He had been unable to formulate any coherent 
strategy and had no idea what to do next. Hosluns had advised 
him to have a word with Sir Giles Lynchwood and Dundridge 
decided he would do that later. To begm with he would pay a 
call on Lord Leakham at the Cottage Hospital. 

After wandenng down narrow lanes and up a flight of steps 
hehmd the Worford Museum he found the hospital, a grey 
gaunt stone building that looked as though it had once been a 
workhouse It fronted on to the Abbey and in the small front 
garden a number of geriatric patients were sitting around m 
dressing-gowns. Stifling his disgust, Dundndge went inside and 
asked for Lord Leakham. 

Visitmg hours are two to three,' said the nurse at Ad- 
missions. 


Tm here on Government business,’ said Dundndge feelinf 

that It was about time someone understood he was not to b£ 
trifled with 

1 11 have to ask Matron,* said the nurse Dundndge weni 
outside mto the sunshine to wait. He didn’t like hospitals The] 

Particularly hospitals which over 
looked g y rds, stank of disinfectant and had the gaU to cal 

^ L towiST situaid in th< 

^ nil trea<-ed for a J^^^^onsidenng the hwful prospect o 

IKen the ^ ^ 

and g rim. PPeared. She was gaunt, grey-hairei 

‘I understand you wanttnseeLordLeakham.’shesaid. 



‘On Government business,' said Dundndge pompously. 

You can have five mmutes,’ said the Matron and led the way 
down the passage to a private room. ‘He’s still suffering from 
concussion and shock' She opened the door and Dundndge 
■'vent inside ‘Now nothing controversial/ said the Matron. ‘We 
don’t want to have a relapse, do we?’ 

On the bed, ashen-faced and with his head swathed in ban- 
^^ges, lord Leakham regarded her venomously. ‘There’s 
nothing the matter with me apart from food poisonmg/ he 
said Dundndge sat down beside his bed 

*My name is Dundridge,’ he said. ‘The Minister of the En- 
^onment has asked me to come up to see if I can do some- 
to . . . er . . . well to negotiate some sort of settlement m 
regard to the motorway.* 

Lord Leakham looked at him vindictively over the top of his 
glasses. ‘Has he indeed? Well let me tell you what I mtend to 
do about the motorway first and then you can inform him/ he 
said. He raised hunself on his pillows and leant towards Dun- 
dndge. ‘I was appointed to head the Enquiry into the motor- 
way and I do not intend to rehnqmsh my responsibihty.’ 

‘Oh quite/ said Dundridge. 

‘Furthermore/ said the Judge, *I have no intention what- 
soever of allowmg myself to be influenced by hoohgamsm and 
not from domg my duty as I see it.’ 

‘Oh defimtely,’ said Dundridge. 

‘As soon as these damnfool doctors get it mto their thick 
heads that there is nothmg wrong with me except a peptic 
ulcer, I shall re-open the Enquiry and announce my decision.’ 
Dundndge nodded. 

‘Quite right too/ he said ‘And what will your decision be? 
Or IS It too early to ask that?’ 

Tt most certainly isn’t,’ shouted Lord Leakham. ‘I mtend to 
recommend that the motorivay goes through the Cleene Gorge, 
plumb through it, you understand. I intend to see that that 
damned woman’s home is levelled to the ground, bnck by 

bnck. I intend . . .* He sank back on to the bed exhausted by his 
outburst. 
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‘I see,’ said Dundridge, wondering whai possible use there 
was in trying to negotiate a compromise between an irresistible 
force and an immovable object. 

‘Oh no you don’t,' said Lord Leakham ‘That woman delib' 
erately sent her husband to poison me She interrupted the 
proceedings She insulted me in my own court She incited to 
not She made a mockery of the legal process and she shall rue 
the day The law shall not be mocked, sir ’ 

‘Oh quite,’ said Dundridge 

‘So you go and negotiate all you want but just remember the 
decision to go through the Gorge is mine and 1 do not for one 
moment intend to forgo the pleasure of making it ’ 

Dundridge went out mto the passage and conferred with the 
Matron. 

He seems to think someone tried to poison him,’ he said 
carefully skirting the law of libel The Matron smiled gently 
•That’s the concussion.’ she said ‘He’ll get over that in a day 
or two ’ 


Dundridge went out into the Abbey Close past the geriatric 
patients and wandered disconsolately down the steps and out 
into Market Street It didn’t seem likely to him that Lord Leak- 
ham would get over his conviction that Lady Maud had tried to 
poison him and he had a shrewd suspicion that the Judge had 
m some perverse way enjoyed the contretemps in court and 
was 00 mg orward to pursuing his vendetta as soon as he was 
up and about He was just considering what to do next when he 
caug t sig to IS reflection in a shop window It was not that 
o a man o aut onty There was a sort of dispinted look about 

^ i?i° , °f keeping with his role as the 

TZ V. f was time to take the bull by the 

Pn«;t marched across the road to 

Maud and explained ShrwouM 
latjng her tone to suggest ^ 

would eleven o’clock be :o„ven.ent7 

Dundndge said it would. He left the Post Office and threaded 
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lus way through the market stalls to the car park to collect his 
cat. 

* 

At Handyman Hall tady Maud congratulated herself on her 
performance. She w^s rather looking fonvard to a pnvate chat 
with the man from the Ministry. Dundndge, he had said his 
name was. From the Ministry. Sir Giles had mentioned the 
fact that someone had keen sent up from London on a fact- 
findmg mission. And since Giles had said he would he out until 
late in the afternoon this seemed an ideal opportumty to pro- 
vide this Mr Dundridge with facts that would suit her hook. 
She went upstairs to change, and to consider her tactics. She 
had spiked Lord Leakham’s guns hy frontal assault hut Dun- 
dndge on the phone had sounded far less self-assured than she 
had expected. It might he better to try persuasion, perhaps 
even a little charm. It would confuse the issue. Lady Maud 
selected a cotton frock and dahbed a httle Lavender , Water 
hehmd her ears. Mr Dundridge would get the meek treatment, 
the helpless little girl approach. If that didn’t work she could 
always revert to sterner methods. 

In the greenhouse Blott put down the earphones and went hack 
to the broad beans. So an ofi&cial was coming to see'' Sir Giles, 
was he? An officiaL Blott felt strongly about oflScials. They had 
made his early life a misery and he had no time for them StiU, 
Lady Maud had mvited this one to the Hall so presumably she 
knew what she was doing. It was a pity Blott would have hked 
to have been ordered to give this Dundridge the reception he 
deserved and he was fust considering what sort of reception he 
would have organized for him when Lady Maud came mto the 
garden. Blott straightened up and stared at her. She was wear- 
ing a cotton frock and to Blott at least she looked quite beauti- 
ful. It was not a notion anyone else would have shared but 
Blott’s standards of beauty were not determined by fashion. 
Large breasts, enormous thighs and hips were attributes of a 
good or at least ample mother, and since Blott had never had a 
good, ample or even any mother in a post-natal sense he placed 
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great emphasis on these outward signs of potential maternity. 
Now, standing among the broad beans, he was filled with 
sudden sense of desire. Lady Maud in a cotton frock dappled 
with a floral pattern combined botany with biology. Blott gog' 
gled 

‘Blott,’ said Lady Maud, oblivious of the effect she tvas 
having, ‘there’s a man from the Ministry of the Environment 
coming to lunch I tvant some flow’ers in the house. 1 want to 
' make a good impression on him.’ 

Blott went into the greenhouse and looked for something 
suitable while Lady Maud bent low to select a lettuce for lunch 
As she did so Blott glanced out of the greenhouse door. It was 
the turning point in his life The silent devotion to the Handy- 
man family which had been the passive mainspring of his exist- 
ence for so long was gone, to be replaced by an active urgency 
of feeling 

Blott was in love. 





f 


Dundridge left Worford by the town gate, crossed the river and 
took the Ottertown road On his left the Cleene wandered 
through meadows and on his right the Cleene Hills rose steeply 
to a wooded crest He drove for three miles and turned up a 
side road that was signposted Guildstead Carbonell and found 
himself in widently hostile terntory Every bam had the slogan 
‘Save the Gorge whitewashed on it and there were similar 
sentiments painted on the road itself At one pointan avenue of 
beeches had been daubed with letters .that spelt out ‘No to the 
Motorway so hat as he drove down it Dundndge was left m 

1 mpd The Clep Dundridge would have been 

alarmed. The Cleene Forest was nature undomesticated. There 
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was none of tliat neatness that he found so reassuring in 
Middlesex. The hedges were rank, the few farmhouses he 
passed looked medieval, and the forest itself dense %vith large 
trees, humped and gnarled with bracken growmg thickly 
Underneath He was relieved when the road ran into an open 
valley with hedges and httle fields. The respite was bnef. At the 
top of the next hill he came to a crossroads marked by nothmg 
more informative than a decayed gibbet. 

Dundndge stopped the car and consulted his map. Accordmg 
to his calculations Guiidstead Carbonell lay to the left while m 
front was the Gorge and Handyman Hall Dundndge wished it 
wasn’t. Below him the forest lay thicker than before and the 
road less metalled, with moss and grass growing down the 
middle. He drove on for a mile and was beginnmg to wonder if 
the map had misled him when the trees thinned and he found 
himself looking down into the Gorge itself. 

He stopped the car and got out. Below him the Cleene 
tumbled between cliffs overgrown with brambles, ivy and 
creepers. Ahead lay Handyman Hall. It stood, an amalgam in 
stone and brick, timber and tile and turret, a monument to all 
that was most eclectic and least attractive in English archi- 
tecture. To Dundridge, himself a devotee of function, for whom 
simplicity was all, it was a nightmare. Ruskin and Morns, Gil- 
bert Scott, Vanbrugh, Inigo Jones and Wren to name but a few 
had all lent their influence to a buildmg that combined the 
utility of a water-tower with the homelmess of Wormwood 
Scrubs. Around it lay a few acres of parkland, a wall, and 
beyond the wall a circle of hills, heavily wooded Over the 
whole scene there lay a sense of isolation Somewhere to the 
west there were presumably towns and houses, shops and 
buses, but to Dundndge it seemed that he vras standing on the 
very edge of avihzation if not actually beyond it. With the 
sinking feehng that he was committing himself to the un- 
known he got back into the car and drove on, down the hill 
into the Gorge. Presently he came to a small iron suspension 
bridge across the nver which rattled as he drove over On the 




far side something large and strange loomed through the trees. 
It was the Lodge. Dundridge stopped the car and gaped at the 
building through the windshield. 

Constructed m 1904 to mark the occasion of the visit of 
Edward the Seventh, the Lodge, in deference to the King’s 
Erancophiha, had been modelled on the Arc de Tnomphe. 
There were differences The Lodge was shghtly smaller, its 
frieze did not depict scenes of battle, but for all that the re- 
semblance was remarkable and to Dundridge its existence m 
the heart of Worfordshire came as final proof that whoever had 
built Handyman Hall had been an architectural kleptomaniac. 
Above all the Lodge bespoke a lofty arrogance which, coming so 
shortly after Lord Leakham’s outburst, made a tactful ap* 
proach all the more necessary. As he stood looking up at it 
Dundridge was recalled to his task. Some sort of compromise 
was clearly necessary to avoid his becoming embroiled in an 
extremely nasty situation If the Ottertown route was out of 
the question and he had it on the highest authority that it was, 
and if the Gorge . . . There was no if about the Gorge, Dun- 
dndge had seen enough to convince him of that, then a third 


route was imperative. But there was no third route Dundndge 
got back into his car and drove thoughtfully through the great 
arch and as he did so a vision of the third route dawned upon 
him. A tunnel A tunnel under the Cleene Hills. A tunnel had aU 
the ments of simplicity, of straightness and, best of all, of 
leaving undisturbed the hideous landscape that so many irate 
and influential people inexphcably admired There would be no 
more wrangles about property rights, no compensation,' no 
troub e Dundndge had discovered the ideal solution. 

Maud, radiant in Tootal, lurked 
among . g above ner head the stained-glass roof- 

mr nf pnnni staiTcase and lent a 

-pnnp down ruddy faces of her ancestors 

Smess She had U.d hernS,s^M''l^“/ ’’m 

• ... ^ plans Mr Dundndge would get the 

feX: f 4°““ 

ms car crunched on the gravel out- 
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side she adjusted her step-in and gave a practice smile to a vase 
of snapdragons. Then she stepped fonivard and opene t ic 
door. 


‘Nincompoop? Nincompoop? Did you say nincompoop? said Sir 
Giles In his constituency office situated conveniently dose to 
Hosldns’Regional PlanningBoard the ^vord had a reassunng nng 
to It 

*A perfect nincompoop.* said Hoskins. 

‘Are you sure?* 

‘Positive. A first rate. Grade A nincompoop. , , 

‘It sounds too good to be true/ said Sir Giles doubtfully. You 
can’t always go by appearances I’ve known some very sbppery 
customers in my time who looked hke idiots. ^ , , 

‘I’m not going by appearances,’ Hoskins said. ‘He doesn t 
look an idiot. He is one. Wouldn’t know one end of a motonvay 

from the other.* . , 

Sir Giles considered the statement. ‘I’m not sure I would 

come to that,’ he said 

‘You know what I mean.* said Hoskins. ‘He’s no more an 

expert on motorways than I am. 

Sir Giles pursed his hps. ‘If he's such a dimwit why did the 
Ministei send bun up? He’s given hun hill authonty to uego- 


tiate.’ . * 

•Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, is what I say. 

‘I daresay there’s something in that.’ said Sir Giles, So you 

don’t think there’s anything to worry about? 

Hoskins smiled ‘Not a thing in the world Hell nosey 
around a bit and then be iviU do just what we want. I tell 
you this bloke takes the biscuit. Butter wouldn t melt m bis 

Sir Giles considered this mixture of metaphors and found it 
to his taste. ‘I hear Lord Leakham’s still foaming at lie mouth. 

‘He can’t wait to re-open the Enquiry. Says he s going to put 
the motorway through the Gorge if it’s the last thing he does. 

‘It probably will be if Maud has anything to do with it, said 
Sir Giles. ‘She’s in a veiy nasty frame of mind. 



'There*s nothing much she can do about it once the decision 
IS taken,’ said Hoskins. 

‘I wouldn’t be too sure about that.’ 

Sir Giles got up and stared out of the window and considered 
his alternative plan ‘You don’t think this fellow Dundridge will 
advise against the Gorge?’ he asked finally. 

‘Lord Leakham wouldn’t listen to him if he did He’s got it 
into his head you tried to poison him,’ said Hoskins and went 
back to his office leaving Sir Giles to ponder on the best-laid 
plans of mice and men It was all very well for Hoskins to talk 
confidently about nincompoops from the Ministry He had 
nothing to lose Sir Giles had His seat in Parliament for one 
thing Well, if the worst came to the worst and Maud earned 
out her threat he could always get another. It was worth the 
nsk Reassured by the thought that Lord Leakham had made 
up his mind to route the motorway through the Gorge Sir Giles 
went out to lunch. 


At Handyman Hall Lady Maud’s gracious approach had worked 
wonders. Like some dehcate plant in need of water, Dundndge 
had blossomed out He had come expecting to meet Sir Giles 
but* after the first shock of finding himself alone in a large 
house wth a large woman had worn off, Dundndge began to 
enjoy hunself For the first time since he had arnved in Wor- 
fordshire he was bemg taken senously. Lady Maud treated him 
as a person of consequence. 

t° j kave come to take over from 

Lord Leakham. Lady Maud said as she led him down a corndor 
to the drawing-room 

* ^ actually come to take over. ‘I’m 

Maud smd rr ‘ modestly. 

what that means, don’t we^sfe' ’’T' ™ 

mto a wa™ comphety he £ound":™rhghtfu7"® 
that the proposed motorway LIm 

local residents as much as possAk.? “ 
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Maud smothered a snarl wth another smile. The notion that 
she was a local resident made her blood boil, but she had set 
out to humour this snivelling civil servant and humour him she 
'''ould. ‘And there is the landscape to consider too,* she said 
Cleene Forest is one of the few remaimng examples of 
virgin woodland left in England. It would be a terrible shame to 
^oil it with a motorway, don’t you think 
l^undridge didn’t think anything of the sort but he knew 
hotter than to say so, and besides this seemed as good an 
opportunity as any to test out his theory of a tunnel. I tliink 
1 ve found a solution to the problem,' he said 'Of course it’s 
only an idea, you understand, and it has no official standing, 
hut it should be possible to build a tunnel under the Cleene 
Hills,’ He stopped. Lady Maud was starmg at him intently. ‘Of 
oourse, as I say, it’s only an idea . . / 
bady Maud had risen and for one terrible moment Dundndge 
thought she was about to assault him. She lurched forward and 
took his hand. ‘Oh how wonderful,’ she said. ‘How absolutely 
brilliant You dear, dear man,’ and she sat down beside him on 
the sofa and gazed into his face ecstatically Dundridge blushed 
and looked down at his shoes. He was quite unused to mar- 
ried women takmg his hand, gazmg mto his face ecstatically 
and calling him their dear, dear man. ‘It’s nothmg. Only an 
idea ’ 

‘A splendid idea,’ said Lady Maud, engulfing him in a blast of 
Lavender Water. Out of the corner of his eye Dundridge could 
see her bosom quivermg beneath a nosegay of marigolds. He 
shrank into the sofa 

‘Of course, there would have to be a feasibihty study . . he 
began but Lady Maud brushed his remark aside 

‘Of course there would, hut that would take time wouldn’t 

itr 

Months,* said Dundridge. 

'Monthsl* 

Six months at least.* 

‘Six monthsl’ Lady Maud relinquished his hand with a sigh 
and contemplated a respite of six months. In six months so 
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much could happen and if she had anything to do with it a 
great deal would Giles would throw his weight behind the 
tunnel or she would know the reason why She would drum up 
support from conservationists across the country. In six 
months she would do wonders. And she owed it all to this 
insubstantial little man with plastic shoes. Now that she came 
to look at him she realized she had misjudged him There was 
something almost appealing about his vulnerability, ‘you’ll 
stay to lunch,’ she said. 

‘Well . er .1 really 

‘Of course you will,’ said Lady Maud ‘I insist And you can 
tell Giles all about the tunnel when he gets back this after* 
noon She rose and, leaving Dundridge to wonder how it was 
that Sir Giles who had been coming back at eleven had delayed 
his return until the afternoon. Lady Maud swept from the room 
Left to himself, Dundndge sat stunned by the enthusiasm his 
suggestion had unleashed If Sir Giles’ reaction w’as as favour- 
able as that of his wife he would have made some influential 
friends And rich ones He ran his fingers appreciatively over 
the rnoulding of a rosewood table. So this was how the other 
half hved, he thought, before realizing that the chch6 was 

inappropnate The other two per cent Useful people to 
know. ^ 


Sir G.les returned from Worford at four to find Lady Maud in i 
remarkably good mood ^ 

•I had a visit from such a strange young man/ she told hin 

when he enquired what the matter was. 

Oh really? 

‘He was called Dundririnp tj i- , . i 

was from the Mimstry ol 

•Dundndge? Did you say Dundridaef • 

■Yes Such a very interesting man • 

‘Interesting? I understnnH ' ' 

mrnd What did he have to say for ^^self!^”” ••• 

band^s agitauon. fi^anfled by her bus. 
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V/hat do you mean “this and that*'?’ 

^Ve talked about the absurdity of putting a motor^vay 
through the Gorge,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘I suppose he’s in favour of the Ottertown route.’ 

Lady Maud shook her head. *As a matter of fact he isn’t.’ 

‘He isn’t?’ said Sir Giles, now thoroughly alarmed. ‘What the 
hell is he in favour of then?’ 

Lady Maud savoured his concern. ‘He has in mind a third 
route,’ she said. ‘One that avoids both Ottertown and the 
Gorge.’ 

Sir Giles turned pale. ‘A third routed But there isn’t a third 
route There can’t be. He’s not thinking of going through the 
forest, is he? It’s an area of designated pubhc beauty.' 

‘Not through it. Under it.’ said Lady Maud triumphantly. 
‘Under it?’ 

‘A tunnel. A tunnel under the Cleene Hills. Don’t you t h i nk 
that’s a marvellous idea.* 

Sir Giles sat do\\Ti heavily. He was looking quite ill. 

‘I said “Don’t you think that’s a marvellous idea’’,’ said Lady 

Maud. 

Sir Giles pulled himself together. ‘Er . . . What ... oh yes . . . 
splendid,’ he muttered. ‘Quite splendid.’ 

‘You don’t sound very enthusiastic,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘It’s ]ust that I wouldn’t have thought it was financially 
viable,’ Sir Giles said. ‘The cost would be enormous. I can’t see 
the Mimstry taking to the idea at all readily.’ 

‘I can,’ said Lady Maud, ‘with a httle prodding.* She went out 
through the french windows on to the terrace and looked lov- 
rrigly across the park. With Dundridge’s help she had solved one 
problem The house had been saved. There remamed the ques- 
tion of an heir and it had just occurred to her that here agam 
Uundndge might prove mvaluable. Over lunch he had waxed 
Tuite eloquent about his work. Once or twice he had men- 
tioned cementation. The word had struck a chord m her. Now 
^ she leant over the balustrade and stared into the depths of 
tbe pinetum it returned to her insistently. ‘Sementation,’ she 
^rmured, ‘sementation.* It was a new word to her and 
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Dundridge with, a new interest. ‘She’s a bit large, don’t you 
think?’ he suggested. 

‘Comely,’ said Dundndge benevolently. 'Just comely.* 
Hoskms shuddered and changed the subject. ‘About this 
tunnel,’ he began. Dundridge looked at him in surpnse. 

‘How did you hear about that?’ 

‘News travels fast in these parts.’ ^ 

‘It must,’ said Dundridge, ‘I only mentioned it this morning. 
‘You’re not senously proposing to recommend the cofl* 
struction of a tunnel under the Cleene Hills, are you?’ 

‘I don’t see why not,’ said Dundndge, ‘it seems a sensible 
compromise.* 

‘A bloody expensive one,* said Hoskins, ‘it would cost 
milhons and take years to put through.’ 

‘At least it would avoid another riot. I came up here to try to 
find a solution that would be acceptable to all parties. It seems 
to me that a tunnel would be a very sensible alternative. In any 
case the plan is still in the formative stage.’ 

^ Yes, but . . . Hoskins began but Dundndge had nsen and 
with an airy remark about the need for vision had gone up to 
his room Hoskins went back to the Regional Planning Board in 
a pensive mood He had been wrong about Dundndge The man 
wasn’t such a mncompoop after all On the other hand he had 
found Lady Maud charmmg and delightful ‘Bloody pervert,’ 

Hoskms muttered as he picked up the phone. Sir Giles wasn’t 
gomg to like this. 


* 

Nor was Blott. m had had a relatively phone-free day in th( 
kitchen garden. There had been Dundndge’s call in the mom 

f c “ peace. At half pas 

four he had he^d Sir Giles caU Hoskms and tell him about th( 

tunnel. At hah past five he was watenng the tomatoes whei 
Hoskms called back to say that Dundndge was senous abou 
the tunnel 

‘He can’t be,* Sir Giles snarled. ‘It’s an outrageous idea I 
gross waste of taxpayers’ monev.’ ^^ttageous idea. 
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had found Lady Maud n most appreciative audience. She 
had listened to his exposition of the theory of non'intcrruptive 
co^tant’flow transportation with an evident ferv'our usually 
^uite absent in his audience and Dundridge had found her en- 
usiasm extraordinarily refreshing Moreover she exuded 
confidence, a supreme sclf-confidence which was contagious 
exerted an enormous fascination over him. In spite 
° cr tack of symmetT)’. of bcaui>, in spite of the manifest 
iscrepancy between her physique and that of the ideal woman 
^ his imagination, he had to admit that she held charms for 
After lunch she had shown him over the house and garden 
so Dundndge had followed her from room to room with a 
quite inexplicable sense of weak-kneed excitement. Once when 
anH ^ s^^ttiblcd in the rockery Lady Maud had taken his arm 
undridge had felt hmp with pleasure. Again when he had 
ueezed past her in the doorway of the bathroom he had been 
nscious of a delicious passivity By the time he left the house 
childishly happy. He was appreciated It made all 


Handyman Arms to find Hoskins waiting 

him in the lounge. 

7ust thought I d drop m to see how you were getting on.’ 
me. Fme. Just fine,’ said Dundndge. 

Got on all right with Leakham?’ 

sttitud''’^i!^ slow in Dundridge cooled *I can’t say I like his 
Gorse ^ seems determined to go ahead with the 

hatred evidently developed a quite irrational 

Phcahl« cu ^ ^ his attitude inex- 

HneV seems a perfectly charming woman to me.’ 

incredulously. ‘She does?’ 

Scntly^^ Dundridge, the warm glow returmng 

[^chghtful?’ 

'Go^d^^^* Dundndge dreamily. 

^'cntan Hoskins unable to contain his astonish- 

^harmi ^ notion that anyone could find Lady Maud 

ng and delightful was quite beyond him. He looked at 
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liad said Blott had gathered that there was another woman in 
London. Dundridge was another matter. Blott left the green- 
house, tidied up and went home. 

Home for Blott was the Lodge. The architect of the arch had 
managed to combme monumentahty with utihty and at one 
time the Lodge had housed several famihes of estate workers m 
rather cramped and insanitary conditions. Blott had the place 
to himself and found it quite adequate. The arch had its httle 
inconveniences; the wmdows were extremely small and hidden 


among the decorations on the extenor; there was only one 
door so that to get from one side of the arch to the other one 
had to climb the staircase to the top and then cross over, hut 
Blott had made himself very comfortable in a large room that 
spanned the arch. Through a circular window on one side he 
could keep an eye on the Hall and through another he could 
inspect visitors crossmg the bridge. He had converted one 
small room into a bathroom and another into a kitchen, while 
he stored apples in some of the others so that the whole place 
had a pleasant smell to it And finally there was Blott*s hbtaty 
filled with books that he had picked up on the market stalls m 
Worford or m the second-hand bookshop m Ferret Lane. There 
were no n^avels m Blott s hbrary. no hght reading, only books 
on Enghsh history. In its way it was a scholar’s hbrary born of 
an intense cunosity about the country of his adoption. If the 
se^et of being an Englishman was to be found anywhere it was 
to be found, Blott fought, in the past. Through the long winter 

romance of England. Certain figures loomed large in his im- 
Sed°oiSS7”’ Edwafd I. and he 

riace. he saw nc t-i. Maud, in spite of her mar* 

But that was fotTvinter nn • ? “ ^ 

about. Twee a weekhe ^ summer he was out and 

the Royal George and Carbonell to 

the bed in question helnn 

§nig to Mrs Wynn who tan the pub 
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andAvhose husband had obligingly left her a widow as a result 
of enemy action on D-Day. Mrs Wynn was the last of Blott’s 
wartime customers and the affair had lingered on owing more 
to habit than to affection Mrs Wynn found Blott useful, he 
dried glasses and earned bottles, and Blott found Mrs Wynn 
comfortable, undemanding and accommodating m the matter 
of beer He had a weakness for Handyman Brown 

But now as he washed his neck - it was Friday night and Mrs 
Wynn was expecting him - he was conscious that he no longer 
felt the same way about her Not that he had ever felt very 
^uch, but that little had been swept aside by his sudden surge 
of feeling for Maud. He was sensible enough not to entertam 
2ny expectations of being able to do anything about it. It just 
didn’t seem nght to go off to Mrs Wynn any more. In any case 
It was all most pecuhar. He had always had a soft spot for Lady 
Maud but this was different and it occurred to him that he 
®^ght be sickemng for somethmg. He stuck out his tongue and 
studied It in the bathroom mirror but it looked all nght. It 
^gbt be the weather. He had once heard someone say some- 
^ng about spnng and young men’s fancies but Blott wasn’t a 
young man He was fifty Fifty and in love Daft. 

He went downstairs and got on his bicycle and cycled off 
across the bndge towards Guildstead Carbonell He had just 
reached the crossroads when he heard a car coming up fast 
l^ehind him He got off the bike to let it go by. It was Sir Giles 
^ the Bentley ‘Going to the Golf Club to see Hoskins,’ he 
thought, and looked after the car suspiciously ‘He’s up to 
something’ He got back on to his bike and freewheeled re- 
luctantly down the hill towards the Royal George and Mrs 
Wynn Perhaps he ought to tell Maud what he had heard It 
^idn’t seem a good idea and in any case he wasn’t going to let 
know that Dundndge fancied her. ‘He can sov' his own 

yuw, he said to himself and was pleased at his command of the 
idiom 

lu the Worford Golf Club. Sir Giles and Hoskins discussed 
tactics. 
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‘He’s got to have a weakness,’ said Sir Giles. ‘Every man has 
his price.’ 

‘Maud?’ said Hoskms. 

‘Be your age,’ said Sir Giles. ‘She isn’t going to fartarse 
around with some tmpot civil servant with that reversionary 
clause in the contract at stake. Besides, I don’t beheve it.’ 

I distmctly heard him say he found her charming. And 
comely.’ 

‘All right, so he likes fat women. What else does he like? 
Money?’ 

Hoskms shrugged. Hard to tell. You need time to find that 
out.’ 

■Xime is what we haven’t got. He’s only got to start hlabbing 
about tbat bleeding tunnel and the fat’s in the fire. No, we’ve 
got to act fast.* 

Hoskins looked at him suspidously. 'What's all this "We” 
business ? he asked. '^’3 your problem, not mine.’ 

•Five aoS ■ " -ioughtfully. 'How much?’ 

‘For what?’ 

‘Whatever you deade.’ 

^'Sms did compensation. When it’s paid ’ 

half thousand 'Cash*'^ calculation and made it twelve and a 

halt thousand. Cash on the nail,' he said 

sorrlwMly “ a hard man,’ Sir Giles said 

Sir Gilel 

said. -Kinky. Whatmadeyou“lvra!^^“ " 

‘Difficult to know ’ cairl rr , . 

find out’ ’ Woskins. ‘These thmgs take time to 


‘Dnnk, drugs, boys 

amncd thing he’s itcTi''°?^"’ There’s got to be some 

'Of course 
done before.' 


damned ‘-mg he's .tch.„g . 

Of course, we cowTjltr 

Dne before.' him.’ said Hoskins. ‘It’s been 
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Sir Giles nodded ‘The unsolicited gift. The anonymous 
donor. It’s been done before all right. But it’s too risky. What if 
he goes to the pohce?’ 

‘Nothing ventured nothing gamed,* said Hoskins ‘In any 
case there would be no mdication where it came from. My bet 
IS he’d take the bait.’ 

‘If he didn’t we would have lost him No, it’s got to be some- 
thing foolproof.’ 

They sat in silence and considered a suitably compromismg 
future for Dundndge 

Ambitious would you say?’ Sir Giles asked finally. Hoskms 

nodded. 

‘Very.’ 

Know any queers?’ 

^In Worford? You’ve got to be joking,’ said Hoskins. 
‘Anywhere.’ 

. Hoskins shook his head. ‘If you’re thmkmg what I’m think- 

ing.,.’ 

‘lam’ 

‘Photos?’ 

Photos,’ Sir Giles agreed ‘Nice compromismg photos.’ 
Hoskms gave the matter some thought ‘There’s Bessie Wil- 
hams, he said "Used to be a model, if you know what I mean. 
Mamed a photographer m Bndgemmster. She’d do it if the 
nioney was right.’ He smiled remimscently. ‘I can have a word 
'vith her.’ 

You do that,’ said Sir Giles.'I’ll pay up to five hundred for a 
necent set of photos.’ 

Leave it to me,’ Hoskms told him. ‘Now then, about the 
cash’ 


By the time Sir Giles left the Golf Club the matter was fixed, 
e drove home m a haze of whisky. 'The stick first and then 
c carrot,’ he muttered Tomorrow he would go to London 
und visit Mrs Forthby. It was just as well to be out of the way 
“"^hen thmgs happened. 
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Dundridge spent the following morning at the Regional Plan- 
ning Board with Hoskins poring over maps and discussing the 
tunnel. He was rather surprised to find that Hoskins had 
undergone change of heart about the project and seemed to 
favour it. It s a brilliant idea. Pity we didn’t think of it before. 
Would have saved no end of trouble/ he said, and while Dun- 
dndge was flattered he wasn’t so sure. He had begun to have 
doubts about the feasibility of a tunnel. The Ministry wouldn’t 
exactly l^e the cost, the delay would be considerable and there 
Leakham to be persuaded. ‘You don’t think we 

could find an alternative route.’ he asked but Hoskins shook 
his head. 

Gorge or Ottertovm or your tunnel ' 
wasn’t ano ntii uiaps, had to Concede that there 

save for t/erw“ Stretched unbroken 

save for the Gorge from Wotford to Ottertown. 

driS^Smnla^a ® 

Thev had luntli ® special about trees?’ 

table f couple i^the/tte””' “ 

fascmatmg and more thM f a 

the woman looking at hS^ 3? "P “ 

attractive, with almond eyes * smile. She was rather 

route thi™^o°tterto^*T?°''^ ® P'OPO®®'’ 

council houses and return inspected the 

Hoskins stopping the car ^ Guildstead Carbonell, 

that they climb to the fnn insisting 

the proposed route Bv ^ ^ better view of 

Dundridge was exhausted w Worfotd 

stopped at several pubs nl rather drunk. They had 

insistence that pmts wer ^ Hoskins’ 

halves - he put rather n ^ l^^Y^ drank 

nasty inflection on boys — Dundndge 



had consumed rather more Handyman Triple XXX than he was 
used to 

‘We’re having a little celebration partv at the Golf Club to 
night,’ Hoskms said, as they drove through the town gate. ‘It 
you’d rare to come over . . / 

‘I think I’ll get an early night,' said Dundndge ' 

‘Pity,’ Hoskins said ‘You’d meet a number of influential local 

people. Doesn’t do to give the locals the idea you re hoity 
toity’ 

Oh all right,' said Dundndge grudgingly. ‘I’ll have a bath 
and something to eat and see how I feel.’ 

See you later, old boy,’ said Hoskins as Dundndge got out of 
the car and went up to his room in the Handyman Arms A 
hath and a meal and he’d probably feel all right He fetched a 
towel and went down the passage to the bathroom When he 
returned having immersed himself briefly in a lukewarm bath ~ 
the geyser still refused to operate at all efficiently - he was 
feehng better He had dinner and decided that Hoskins was 
probably nght It might be useful to meet some of the more 
rnfluential local' people Dundndge went out to his car and 
drove over to the Golf Club 

Dehghted you could make it,* said Hoskins when Dundndge 
ruade his way through the crush to him ‘What's your poison?’ 
Dundndge said he’d have a gin and lomc. He’d had enough 
ser for one day Around him large men shouted about doglegs . 

the third and water hazards on the fifth Dundndge felt out 
u brought him his dnnk and introduced him to a 

fr Snell ‘Glad to meet you, squire,’ said Mr Snell heartily from 
ehind a large moustache ‘What’s your handicap?’ Sup- 
Pressing his immediate reaction to tell him to mmd his own 
amned business, Dundndge said that as far as he knew he 
idn’t have one. ‘A Beginner, eh? Well, never mind Give it 
We’ve all got to start somewhere ’ He drifted away and 
ndge wandered m the opposite direction. Lookmg round 
room at the vemed faces of the men and the hennaed hair 
° the Women Dundridge cursed himself for coming. If this was 
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HosMns’ idea of local influence he could keep it. Presently he 
went out on to the terrace and stared resentfully down the 
eighteenth. He’d finish bs drmk and then go home He drame 
bs glass and was about to go inside when a voice at bs elbow 
said, ‘If you’re going to the bar, you could get me another one. 

It was a soft seductive voice Dundridge turned and looke 
mto a pair of almond eyes. Dundndge changed bs mmd about 
leavmg. He went though to the bar and got two more drinks. 

These affairs are such a bore,’ said the girl. ‘Are you a great 
golfer?’ 

Dundridge said he wasn’t a golf er at all. 

‘Nor am I. Such a boring game.’ She sat down and crossed 
her legs. They were really very nice legs. ‘And anyway I don t 
like sporty types. I prefer mtellectuals.’ She smiled at Dun- 
dndge. ‘My name is Sally Boles. What’s yours ?’ 

‘Dundridge,* said Dundndge and sat down where he could 
see more of her legs. Ten nunutes later he got another two 
drinks. Twenty mmutes later two more. He was enjoying him- 
self at last. 

Miss Boles, he learnt, was visiting her uncle. She came from 
London too. She worked for a firm of beauty consultants. Dun 
dridge said he could well beheve it. She found the country so 
bonng Dundridge said he did too. He waxed lyrical about the 
joys of livmg m London and all the time Miss Boles’ almond 
eyes smiled seductively at him and her legs crossed and re- 
crossed m the gathenng dusk When Dundndge suggested 
another dnnk Miss Boles msisted on getting it. 

It s my turn, she said, ‘and besides I want to powder my 
nose. She left Dundndge sittmg alone on the terrace in a 

happy stupor. When she returned with the drinks she was 
lookmg thoughtful. 


‘My unde’s gone without me,’ she said, ‘I suppose he 

thought ^ had goi^ home already. Would it be too much for 
you to give me a lift?’ 

■u ^ delighted,’ said Dundridge and sippnd 

his tank. It tasted earaotdinarily bitter. 

1 m so sorry, I goj- campan,* Miss Boles said by way o£ 



explanation Dundridgc said it was quite all right. He finished 
his drink and they wandered off the terrace towards the car 
park. ‘It’s been such a lovely evening,’ Miss Boles said as she 
climbed into Dundndge’s car. ‘You must look me up m 
London.’ 

‘i’d like to,* said Dundridge. ‘I’d hke to see a lot more of 
you.’ 

Tliat’s a promise,* said Miss Boles. 

‘You really mean that?’ 

‘Call me Sally,’ said Miss Boles and leant agamst him. 

‘Oh Sally . . Dundridge began, and suddenly felt quite 
extraordinarily tired, *. . . I do want to see so much more of 
you.’ 

‘You will, my pet, you will,’ said Miss Boles and took the car 
keys out of his inert fingers Dundridge had passed out. 

* 

In London Sir Giles lay back supine on the bed while Mrs 
Forthby tightened the straps Occasionally he struggled briefly 
for the look of the thing and whimpered hoarsely but Mrs 
Forthby was, at least superfiaally, implacable. The scenario of 
Sir Giles’ fantasy called for a brutal implacability and Mrs 
Forthby did her best. She wasn’t very good, being a kmd- 
hearted soul and not given to tymg people up and whippmg 
them, and as a matter of fact she disapproved of corporal pun- 
ishment on prinaple. It was largely because she was so pro- 
gressive that she was prepared to mdulge Sir Giles in the first 
place. *lf it gives the poor man pleasure who am I to say him 
nay,’ she told herself Certamly she had to say nayia great 
many times to Sir Giles m the throes of his ritual But if Mrs 
Forthby wasn’t naturally brutal.with the lights down lowit was 
possible to imagme that she was and she had the merit of bemg 
strong and wearing her costume - there were several ~ most 
convmcingly. Tonight she was Cat Woman, Miss Dracula, the 
Cruel Mistress Experimenting On Her Helpless Victim. 

‘No, no,’ whimpered Sir Giles. 

"Yes, yes,’ insisted Mrs Forthby. 

‘No, no.’ 



‘Yes, yes.* 

Mrs Forthby’s fingers forced his mouth open and inserted' 
the gag. ‘No . . .’ It was too late. Mrs Forthby inflated the gag 
and smiled maliciously down at him. Her breasts loomed above 
him. heavy wth menace. Her gloved hands . . . 

Mrs Forthby went into the kitchen and made a pot of tea. 
While she waited for the kettle to boil she mbbled a digestive 
biscmt thoughtfully. There were times when she tired of Sir 
Giles desultory attachment and longed for a more permanent 
arrangement. She would have to speak to him about it She 
warmed the teapot, put in two teabags and then a third for the 
pot and poured the boihng water in. After all she was getting 
on and she rather fancied the idea of being Lady Lynchwood 

She looked round the kitchen. Now where had she put the hd 
of the teapot? 


On the bed Sir Giles struggled with his bonds and was still 

He lay back happily exhausted and waited for his cruel mis* 

tress, e ad m wait a long time. In between spasms of excite- 

ment his ^d went back to Dundridge. He hoped Hoskins 

ha Jit made a bloody mess of things. That was the trouble 

with subordinates, you couldn’t trust them. Sir Giles preferred 

too much to lose to be 

arinti th ^ details of this particular oper* 

much tlip caTTot. He wondered how 

nounds? E:CTipn to be Two, three, four thousand 

worth It. A profit of Sol'- 

nrn«;nprt- nf X/Tn,,.!* ^^50,000 Was Worth It. So was the 

was coming throug^J^G ° 

where was Mrs Forthby? Why ^dn’r^ smpid bitch, u 

was getting rather hoU^fieT? h 

go and have a bath. She costume. Perhaps sTie would 

turned on the tap’beforp bathroom and 

thing she stiU had to do .„^®“^^kering that there was some- 
said to herself and old me, talk about forgetful.’ she 

^ ed up the thin cane. The Cruel Mistress, 
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Miss Dracula, went through to the bedroom and closed the 
door. 

4r 

In his library in the lodge Blott sat reading Sir Arthur Bryant, 
but his mind wasn’t on the Age of Elegance. It kept slippmg 
away to Maud, Mrs Wynn, Dundridge, Sir Giles. Besides, he 
didn’t much care for the Prince Regent. Nasty piece of goods in 
Blott’s opinion. But then Blott had no time for any of the 
Georges. His sympathies were all with the Jacobites. The lost 
cause and Bonme Prince Charhe. In his present mood of 
romantic devotion he felt a longing to kneel before Lady Maud 
and confess his love. It was an absurd notion. She would be 
furious with him. Worse still, she might laugh. The thought of 
her contemptuous laughter made him put the book down and 
go dovmstairs. It was a lovely evening. The sun had set over the 
hills to the west but the slgr was still bright. Blott felt like a 
beer. He wasn’t going over to Guildstead Carbonell for one. 
Mrs Wynn would expect him to spend the night and Blott 
didn’t feel like another night with her He had spent the pre- 
vious evening wresthng with his conscience and trymg to make 
up his mind to tell her it was all over between them. In the end 
his sense of realism had prevailed. Lady Maud wasn’t for the 
hkes of Blott. He would just have to dream about her. He had 
done so while making love to Mrs Wynn, who had been amazed 
at his renewed fervour. ‘Just hke the old days,’ she had said 
wistfully as Blott got dressed to cycle back to the Lodge. No, he 
definitely didn’t feel like another night at the Royal George, He 
Would go for a walk There were some rabbits over by the 
pinetum. Blott fetched his shotgun and set off across the Park. 
Beside him the river murmured gently and there was a smell of 
summer in the air. A blackbird called from a bush. Blott ig- 
nored his surroundings. He was dreaming of changed circum- 
stances. of Lady Maud in peril, an act of heroism on his part 
fbat would reveal his true feelings for her and bring them 
together in love and happiness. By the time he r^ched the 
pinetum it was too dark to see any rabbits. But Blott wasn’t 
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interested in rabbits any more. A light had come on in Lady 
Maud’s bedroom Blott crept across the lawn and stood looking 
up at It until It went out. Then he walked home and went to 
bed 


12 

Dundndge woke in a lay-by on the London road. He had a 
sphtting headache, he was extremely cold and the gear lever 
was sticking into his ribs He sat up, untangled his legs from 
under the steenng wheel and wondered where the hell he was, 
how he had got there and what the devil had happened He had 
an extremely clear memory of the party at the Golf Club He 
could remember talking to Miss Boles on the terrace He could 
even recall walking back to his car with her After that nothing 
He got out of the car to try to get the circulation moving m 
his legs and discovered that his trousers were undone He did 
them up hurriedly and reached up automatically to tighten the 
knot m his tie to hide his embarrassment only to find that he 
wasn’t wearing a tie He felt his open shirt collar and the vest 
underneath It was on back to front He pulled the vest out a 
bit and looked down at the label St Michael Combed Cotton it 
said It was definitely on back to front Now he came to think 
of It, his Y-fronts felt peculiar too He took a step forward and 
tripped over a shoelace His shoes were untied Dundndge 
staggered against the car, senously alarmed He was m the 
t ° at He looked at his watch At six a m 

pants on back to front. 
0Pi-nna^ trou^rs undone, and all he could remember was 
legs o t e car with a girl with almond eyes and lovely 

events Pe^hTtl^ Hundndge had a homd' picture of the mght’s 
That would ^ taped the girl A sudden brainstorm 
explam the headache. The years of self-indulgence 
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with his composite woman had come home to roosL He had 
gone mad and raped Miss Boles, possibly killed her. He looked 
down at his hands At least there wasn’t any blood on them. He 
could have strangled her. There was always that possibihty. 
There were any number of aivful possibilities. Dundndge bent 
over painfully and did up his shoes and then, having looked in 
the ditch to make sure that there was no body there, he got 
back mto the car and wondered what to do. There was obvi- 
ously no point in sittmg in the lay-by. Dundndge started the 
car and drove on until he came to a signpost which told him he 
was going towards London. He turned the car round and drove 
back to Worford, parked in the yard of the Handyman Arms 
and went quietly up to his room. He was in bed when the girl 
brought him his tea. 

‘What time is it?’ he asked sleepily. The girl looked at him 
'nth a nasty smile. 

‘You ought to knoiv,’ she said, ‘you’ve only just come in. I 
saw you sneakmg up the stairs. Been having a night on the 
tiles, have you?* 

She put Ae tray down and went out, leaving Dundridge curs- 
ing himself for a fool. He drank some tea and felt worse. There 
was no pomt in doing anything until he felt better. He turned 
on his side and went to sleep. When he awoke it was midday. 
He washed and shaved, studymg his face m the mirror for some 
sign of the sexual mania he suspected. The face that stared back 
at him was a perfectly ordinary face but Dundridge was not re- 
assured. Murderers tended to have perfectly ordmary faces, 
Berhaps he had simply had a blackout or amnesia But that 
Wouldn’t explam his vest being on back to front, nor his Y- 
feonts. At some time during the mght he had undressed. Worse 
still, he had dressed in such a hurry that he hadn’t noticed 
what he was doing. That suggested pamc or at least an extra- 
ordinary urgency. He went downstairs and had lunch. After 
Jonch he would get hold of a telephone directory and look up 
Boles. Of course her uncle might not be called Boles but it was 
worth a try. If that didn’t worit he would try Hoskins or the 
Golf Club. On second thoughts, that might not be such a good 
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idea. There was no point in drawing attention to the fact that 
he had taken Miss Boles home Or hadn't 
In the event there was no need to look in the telephone 
directory As he passed the hotel desk, the clerk handed him a 
large envelope It was addressed to Mr Dundridge and marked 
Private and Confidential Dundridge took it up to his room 
before opemng it and was extremely thankful that he hadn t 
opened it m the foyer Dundridge knew now how he had spent 
the night 

He dropped the photographs on to the bed and slumped into 
a chair. A moment later he was up and locking the door. Then 
he turned back and stared at the pictures. They were 10 by 8 
glossies and quite revolting Taken with a flash, they were ex- 
tremely clear and portrayed Dundridge with an unmistakable 
clarity, naked and all too evidently unashamed, engaged m 3 
senes of monstrous activities beyond his wildest imaginings 
with Miss Boles. At least he supposed it was Miss Boles The 
fact that she seemed . Not seemed, was weanng a mask, a 
sort of hood, made identification impossible He thumbed 
through the pictures and came to the hooded man Dundridge 
humedly put them back in the envelope and sat sweanng cm 
the edge of the bed He’d been framed The word seemed 
wholly inappropnate Nothing on God’s earth would get him to 
frame these pictures Someone was trymg to blackmail him 
Trying? They had bloody well succeeded, but Dundndge had 
no money He couldn t pay anything Dundndge opened the 
enve ope again and stared at the evidence of his depravity Miss 

nnlpc vt wasn’t her real name Sally 

nnwi ^ name before somewhere Of course. 

He’d heen^^ ^ Camera Dundndge didn’t need telling 

wavs ^ the one In many more 

ways If the photos were anything to go by 

ran/ 

•I hnn. °™<indga shakUy. 

■hope you Idle the proofs* 
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‘Proofs, you bitch?’ Dundridge snarled. 

‘Call me Sally,’ said the voice. ‘There’s no need to be formal 
wth me now.’ 

‘What do you want?’ 

‘A thousand pounds ... to be going on with,’ 

'A thousand pounds? I haven’t got a thousand pounds.' 

‘Then you had better get it, hadn’t you sweetie?’ 

‘I’ll tell you what I’m gomg to get,’ shouted Dundridge, ‘I’m 
gomg to get the pohce ’ 

'You do that,' said a man’s voice roughly, 'and you’ll end up 
^Mth your face cut to nbbons. You’re not playing with small fry, 
mate. We’re bigtime, understand.’ 

Dundridge understood all too well. The woman’s voice came 
back on the Ime.Tf you do go to the pohce remember we’ve had 
one or two customers there. We’ll know. You just start looking 
for your thousand pounds ’ 

‘I can’t—’ 

‘Don’t call us We’ll call you,* said Miss Boles, and put the 
phone doivn. Dundridge replaced his receiver more slowly. 
Iken he leant forward and held his head m his hands 

• 

Sir Giles returned from London in excellent spirits. Mrs 
Forthby had excelled herself and he was still tmglmg with 
satisfaction. Best of all had been Hoskins’ cryptic message over 
the phone ‘The fish is hooked,’ he had said. All that was re- 
quired now was to provide a net in which Mr Dundridge could 
flounder. Sir Giles parked his car and went up to his con- 
stituency office and sent for Hoskms. 

‘Here they are. As nice a set of prints as you could wish for, 
Hoskms said, laying the photographs out on the desk 

Sir Giles studied them with an appreciative eye. ‘Very mce,’ 
he said finally. ‘Very nice indeed. And what does lover-boy have 
to say for himself now? ’ 

‘They’ve asked fiim for a thousand pounds. He says he hasn t 
got it.’ 

‘He’ll have it, never fear,’ said Sir Giles. He 11 have his thou- 
sand pounds and we’ll have him. There won t be any more talk 
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about tunnels in future. From now on it‘s going to be Otter- 
town.' 

‘Ottertown?’ said Hoskins, thoroughly puzzled 'But I 
thought you wanted it through the Gorge. I thought—' 

‘The trouble with you, Hoskins,’ said Sir Giles, putting the 
photographs back into the envelope and the envelope into his 
bnefcase, ‘is that you can’t see further than the end of yow 
nose You don’t really think I want to lose my lovely house and 
my beautiful wife, do you? You don’t think I haven’t got the 
interests of my constituents like General Burnett and Mr Bull- 
ett-Bloody-Finch at heart, do you? Of course I have. I’m honest 
Sir Giles, the poor man’s friend,’ and leaving Hoskins com- 
pletely confused by this strange change of tack, he went down- 
stairs 


There was nothing hke throwing people off the scent. Kilhng 
two birds with one stone, he thought as he got into the Bent- 
ley. The decision to go through Ottertown would kill Puck- 
erington for sure. Sir Giles looked forward to his demise with 
rehsh Puckermgton was no friend of his. Snobby bastard. Well, 
he was bird number one Then the bye-elecdon in Ottertown 
and Aey would have to change the route to the Gorge and 
Handyman Hall would go. Bird number two By that tune he 
-wou Q z e to claim even more compensation and no one, 
l^st of all Maud, could say he hadn’t done his damnedest, 
pere was onty one snag. That old fool Leakham might soU 
insist on Ae Gorge route. It was hardly a snag. Maud would 

wnnM hp n ^ight lose his seat in Parhament but he 

nr roundahrut/ c ^nd Mrs Forthby was waiting Swings 

see that the tunneUchemr'’''’” ' '"“v 

toward to his comp“a’f 

wanted to see'^sieT’^^'J' gloomily. The last person he 
about blackmail Sir r consult him 

dndge no longer fpir B'^eeted him with a heartiness Dun- 

mat his position warranted. ‘My dear 
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fellow, Tm delighted to see you,* he said shaMng Dundridge’s 
hmp hand vigorously. ‘Been meaning to look you up and have a 
chat about this motonvay nonsense. Had to go to London un- 
fortunately. Looking after you all right here? It’s one of our 
houses, 3 "ou know. Any complaints, just let me know and I’ll 
see to it We’ll have tea in the private lounge.’ He led the way 
up some steps into a small lounge ivith a TV set in the cornet 
Sir Giles plumped into a chair and took out a cigar. ‘Smoke?’ 

Dundndge shook his head. 

‘Very wise of you. Still they do say cigars don’t do one any 
harm and a fellow’s entitled to one or two little vices, eh, 
what?’ said Sir Giles and pierced the end of the cigar with a 
silver cutter. Dundndge winced. The dgar reminded him of 
something that had figured rather too largely in his activities 
with Miss Boles, and as for vices . . . 

'Now then, about this business of the motorway,* said Sir 
Giles,/I think it’s as well to put our cards on the table. I’m a 
man who doesn’t beat about the bush I can tell you. CaU a 
spade a bloody shovel I don’t let the grass grow under my feet. 
Wouldn’t be where I was if I did.’ He paused briefly to allow 
Dundndge to savour this wealth of metaphors and the bluff 
dishonesty of his approach ‘And I don’t mind telling you that I 
don’t like this idea of your building a motorway through my 
damned land one httle bit.’ 

It was hardly my idea,’ said Dundridge. 

Not yours personally,’ said Sir Giles, ‘but you fellows at the 
^'dmistry have made up your mmd to slap the bloody thing 
smack through the Gorge. Don’t tell me you haven’t.’ 

Well, as a matter of fact . . Dundridge began. 

There you are. What did I tell you? Told you so Can’t pull 
fhe Wool over my eyes.’ 

As a matter of fact Tm agamst the Gorge route,’ Dundridge 

said when he got the opportunity. Sir Giles looked at him dubi- 
uusly. 

You are?’ he said. ‘Damned glad to heat it. I suppose 

you favour Ottertown. Can’t say 1 blame you Best route by 
far.’ 
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‘No/ said Dundndge. ‘Not through Ottcriown A tunnel 

under the Cleene Hills . . . • i, d 

Sir Giles feigned astonishment ‘Now wait a minute, he sai , 
‘the Cleene Forest is an area of designated public beauty ou 
can’t start mucking around with that.’ His accent, as vana e 
as a weathercock, had veered round to Huddersfield. 

‘There’s no question of mucking about . . Dundndge egan 
hut Su: Giles was leaning across the table towards him wi ^ 
very nasty look on his face 

‘You can say that again,’ he said poking his forefinger into 
Dundridge’s shirt front ‘Now you just hsten to me, young man 
You can forget all about tunnels and suchlike I want a quic 
decision one way or t’other I don’t like to be kept hangmg 
about while lads like you dither about talking a lot of aity 
twaddle about tunnels That’s all right for my missus, she being 
a gullible woman, but it won’t wash with me. I want a straig 
answer. Yes or No Yes to Ottertown and No to the Gorge He 
sat back and puffed his cigar. 

‘In that case,’ said Dundndge stiffly, ‘you had better have a 
word with Lord Leakham He’s the one who makes the fina* 
decision.* 

‘Leakham? Leakham? Makes the final decision?’ said Sir 
Giles ‘Don’t try to have me on, lad The Mimster didn’t send 
you up so that that dry old stick could make decisions. He sent 
you up to tell him what to say You can’t fool me. I know an 
expert when 1 see one He’ll do what you tell him.’ 

Dundndge felt better This was the recognition he had been 
waiting for. Well I suppose I do have some mfluence,’ he con- 
ceded. 


Sir Giles beamed 'What did I say? Top men don’t grow on 
trees and I ve got a nose for talent Well, you won’t find 
ungen«ous pop round and see me when you’ve had yoor 
httle chat with Lord Leahham I’ll see you right.’ 

f don't -noon-’ 

-Mina '•'ntity.’ said Sit Giles with a prodigious 

r unfa ’’Chanty begins at home". Eh? 

an man. I pays fot what I gets.’ He drew on his 


cigar and watched Dundridge through a cloud of smoke. This 
was the moment of truth. Dundridge swallowed nervously. 

. “That’s very kind of you . . .* he began. 

‘Say no more/ said Sir Giles. ‘Say no more. Any time you 
want me I’ll be in my constituency^ office or out at the Hall. 
Best time to catch me is in the morning at the office/ 

‘But what am I going to say to Lord Leakham?’ Duncindge 
said. ‘He’s adamant about the Gorge route.’ 

‘You tell him from me that my good lady wife intends to take 
Bun to the cleaners about that unlawful arrest unless he 
decides for Ottertown. You tell him that.* 

' ‘I don’t think Lord Leakham would appreciate that very 
uiuch,’ said Dundridge nervously. He chdn’tmuch hke the idea 
of uttering threats against the old judge. 

‘You tell him I’ll sue him for every brass farthing he’s got. 
And I’ve got witnesses, remember. Influential witnesses who’ll 
stand up m court and sweat that he was drunk and disorderly 
at that Enquiry, and abusive too. You teU him he won’t have a 
reputation and he won’t have a penny by the time we’ve 
finished with him. I’ll see to that,* 

‘I doubt if he’ll like it,’ said Dundridge, who certainly didn’t. 
‘Don’t suppose he will/ said Sir Giles, ‘I’m not a man to run 
up against * 

Dundridge could see that. By the time Sir Giles left Dun- 
dndge had no doubts on that score at all. As Sir Giles drove 
away Dundridge went up to his room and looked at the photo- 
graphs again. Spurred on by their obscemty he took an aspirin 
and went slowly round to the Cottage Hospital, He’d make 
Lord Leakham change his mind about the Gorge. Sir Giles had 
said he would pay for %vhat he got and Dundridge intended to 
see that he got something to pay for. He didn’t have any choice 

any longer. It was either ffiat or ruin. 

• 

On the way back to Handyman Hall, Sir Giles stopped and 
unlocked his briefcase and took out the photographs. They 
were really very interesting. Mrs Williams W’as an imaginatrv'C 
W’oman. No doubt about it. And attractive. Most attractive. He 
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might look her up one of these days. He put the photograpl^ 
away and drove back to the Hall. 



At the Cottage Hospital Dundndge had some difficulty m 
finding Lord Leakham. He wasn’t in his room, hs very 
naughty of him to wander about like this,’ said the Matron. 
‘You’ll probably find him in the Abbey He’s taken to going over 
there when he shouldn’t Says he likes looking at the tom 
stones Morbid, 1 call it.’ 

‘You don’t think his mind has been affected, do you?’ 
dndge asked hopefully. , 

‘Not so’s you’d notice All lords are potty in my expenence, 
the Matron told him 

- In the end Dundndge found him in the garden discussing the 
merits of the cat o’mne tails with a retired vet who had the 
good fortune to be deaf 

‘Well what do you want now?’ Lord Leakham asked irritably 
when Dundndge interrupted 

‘Just a word with you.’ said Dundndge. 

Well, what is it? said Lord Leakham 

It s about the motorway,’ Dundndge explained. 

What about it? i m re-openmg the Enquiry on Monday* 
Can’t It wait till then ? ’ 

‘I’m afraid not,’ said Dundndge ‘The thing is that as a result 
of an in-depth on-the-spot investigative study of the socio- 
enwonmental and geognostic ancillary factors . . .’ 

Good God said Lord Leakham. ‘I thought you said you 


u 11^ ^ conclusion,’ continued Dundndge, man- 

‘Wh^ch ’^he occasion, ‘that given the—’ 

out, man.’ ° Ottertown or the Cleene Gorge? Spit it 


‘Ottertown,’ said Dundridge. 

‘Over my dead body,’ said Lord Leakbam. 

‘I trust not,’ said Dundridge, disguismg his true feelings. 
‘There’s just one other thing I think you ought to know. As you 
are probably aware the Government is most anxious to avoid 
any further adverse publicity about the motorway . . 

‘You can’t expect to demohsh seventy-five brand-new coun- 
cil houses without attracting adverse pubhcity,’ Lord Leakham 
pomted out. 

‘And,’ continued Dundridge, ‘the civil action for damages 
which Lady Lynchwood mtends to institute against you is 
bound— 

‘Agamst me?’ shouted the Judge. ‘She intends to—’ 

‘For unlawful arrest,’ said Dundridge. 

‘That’s a police matter. If she has any complaints let her sue 
those responsible. In any case no sane judge would find for her.’ 

‘I understand she intends to call some rather eminent people 
as witnesses,' said Dundndge. ‘Their testimony wdll be that you ‘ 
were drunk * 

Ford Leakham began to swell. 

‘And personally abusive,* said Dundndge gritting his teeth. 
And disorderly. In fact that you were not m a fit state . . .* 

‘WHAT?’ yelled the Judge, with a violence that sent several 
riderly patients scurrying for cover and a number of pigeons 
fluttering off the hospital root 

‘In short,’ said Dundndge as the echo died away across the 
Abbey Close, ‘she mtends to impugn your reputation. Naturally 
file Munster has to take all these things into account, you do 
see that?’ 

But It was doubtful if Lord Leakham could see anything. He 
had slumped on to a bench and was starmg lividly at his bed- 
1^0 om shppers 

Naturally too,’ continued Dundridge, pursuing his advan- 
^Se, ‘there is a fauly %videspread feehng that you might be 

lased against her in the matter of the Gorge.’ 

Biased?’ Lord Leakham snuffled. ‘The Gorge is the logical 
route.’ 
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‘On the grounds of the civil action she intends to take Now 
if you were to decide on Ottertown . . Dundridge left the 
consequences hanging in the air. 

You think she might reconsider her decision?’ 

I feel sure she would,* said Dundndge. ‘In fact I’m positive 
she would.’ 

Dundndge walked back to the Handyman Arms rather 
pleased with his performance Desperation had lent him 3 
fluency he had never known before. In the morning he would 
go and see Sir Giles about a thousand pounds. He had an early 
dmner and went up to his room, locked the door and exammed 
the photographs again. Then he turned out the light and con- 
sidered several things he hadn’t done to Miss Sally Boles but 

which on reflection he wished he had. Strangled the bitch for 
one thing ^ 


cnnvpr A Lady Maud dmed alone. Thei 

exchaiiCTP sparkled and was usually limited to a 

in a good opinions but for once they were hot] 

their good humour.^ ^ Dundridge was the cause c 

to aspara^?^‘rm sure^th"^^' 

Sir Giles rather doubr ^ answer, 

he said % bet is he’ll go for Ottertown, 

Lady Maud said she 

turn those poor peoole ^ f a shame t( 

feel just as stronclv homes I’m sure they wouli 

•They bu.ld them new f’’' 

they turn them out into th Tt’s not as i 

council estates deserve ^ Anyway, people who live O) 

money.’ ’'''bat they get. Sponging off pubh* 

Lady Maud said some np. t 

were just built that wav i u ^ couldn’t help being poor. The] 
know he did such a stran Blott,’ she said ‘Yoi 

a present, a little fi^re ^ *^bis morning, he brought m' 

But Sit Giles wasnv r '^ood.’ 

9 ^ nmng jje was still thinking aboui 



people who hved in council houses. 'What the man in the street 
doesn’t seem to be able to get into his thick head is that the 
world doesn’t owe him a living.* 

‘I thought it was rather sweet of him,* said Lady Maud. 

Sir Giles helped himself to cheese souffle ‘What people don’t 
understand is that we’re just animals,' he said ‘The world is a 
bloody jungle It’s dog eat dog in this life and no mistake.’ 

'Dog?’ said Lady Maud, roused from her revene by the word 
'That reminds me I suppose I’ll have to send all those Alsatians 
back now. Just \vhen I was getting fond of them You’re quite 
sure Mr Dundndge is going to advise Ottertown?’ 

‘Positive,’ said Sir Giles, ‘I’d stake my life on it.’ 

‘Really,’ said Lady Maud wistfull3% ‘I don’t see how you can 
be so certain. Have you spoken to him?’ 

Sir Giles hesitated. ‘I have it on the best authority,’ he said 
‘Hoskms,’ said Lady Maud, ‘that hornd man. I wouldn’t trust 
him any further than I could throw him. He’d say anything.’ 

‘He also says that this fellow Dundndge has taken a fancy to 
you,’ Sir Giles said ‘It seems you had a considerable effect on 
him* 

Lady Maud considered the remark and found it intnguing 
‘Fm sure that can’t be true Hoskins is making things up.’ 

‘It might explam why he is in favour of the Ottertowm route,’ 
Sir Giles said. ‘You bowled him over with your charm * 

‘Very funny,’ said Lady Maud. 

But afterwards as she washed up in the kitchen she found 
herself thinkmg about Dundndge, if not fondly, at least \vith a 
renewed mterest. There was something rather appealmg about 
the httle man, a vulnerability that she found preferable to Sir 
Giles’ disgusting self-sufflaency . . . and Dundridge had taken a 
fancy to her It was useful to know these things. She would 
have to cultivate him She smiled to herself If Sir Giles could 
have his httle affairs in London, there was no reason why she 
shouldn’t avail herself of his absence for her own purposes. But 
above all there was an anonymity about Dundndge that ap- 
pealed to her. ‘He’ll do,’ she said to herself and dried her hands. 



Next morning Dundridge went round to Sir Giles’ constituency 
office at eleven ‘I’ve had a word with Lord Leakham and I 
think he’ll be amenable,’ he said. 

‘Splendid, my dear fellow, splendid. Delighted to hear it, I 
knew you could do it. A great weight off my mind, I can tell 
you Now then is there anything I can do for you?’ Sir Giles 
leant back in his chair expansively. ‘After all, one good turn 
deserves another.’ 

Dundridge braced himself for the request. ‘As a matter of 
fact, there is,’ he said, and hesitated before gomg on 

‘I’ll tell you what I’ll do,’ said Sir Giles commg to his rescue. 
I don t know if you’re a betting man but I am. I’ll bet you a 
thousand pounds to a penny that old Leakham says the motor- 
way has to go through Ottertown. How about that? Couldn’t 
ask for anythmg fairer, eh?’ 

A thousand pounds to a penny?’ said Dundndge, hardly able 
to believe his ears. 

^That s nght. A thousand pounds to a peimy. Take it or leave 


‘ril take it.’ said Dundndge. 

Good man I thought you would,’ said Sir Giles, ‘and just to 
s ow my good faith 1 11 put the stake up now.’ He reached 
own to a rawer m the desk and took out an envelope You 
^n count It at your leisure ’ He put the envelope on the desk 

his^deasion*^’^ ^^ceipt Just don’t spend it until Leakham gives 
pocket ° l^nndridge He put the envelope in his 

downThrsTa“?Hrhad ac«m rte 

first trme ,a h.s We Behmal / 

recorder It was just as well switched off the tape 

was over he would burn the°^ i^eceipt Once the Enquiry 
safe than sorry. idle meantime better 
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14 

Lord Leakham’s announcement that he was recommending the 
Ottertown route provoked mixed reactions In Worford there 
was open rejoicing and the Handyman pubs dispensed free 
beer. In Ottertown the Member of Parliament, Francis Puck- 
erington, was inundated with telephone calls and protest 
letters and suffered a relapse as a result. In London the Pnme 
Minister, reheved that there hadn’t been another not m Wor- 
ford, congratulated the Minister of the Environment on the 
adroil way his department had handled the matter, and the 
Minister congratulated Mr Rees on his choice of a trouble- 
shooter. No one in the Ministry shared his enthusiasm. 

“That bloody idiot Dundridge has dropped us in it this time,’ 
said Mr Joynson ‘I knew it was a mistake to send him up there. 
The Ottertown route is going to cost an extra ten milhon ’ 

‘In for a penny in for a pound,’ said Rees *At least we’ve got 
nd of him ’ 

‘Got rid of him? He’ll be back tomorrow crowing about his 
success as a negotiator.* 

‘He won’t you know,’ Rees told him 'He got us into this 
niess, he can damned well get us out. The Mmister has ap- 
proved his appointment as Controller Motorways Midlands.’ 

‘Controller Motorways Midlands? I didn’t know there was 
such a post * 

‘There wasn’t It’s been specially created for him Don’t ask 
me why All I know is that Dundridge has found favour with 
one or two influential people in South Worfordshire. Wheels 
withm wheels.’ said Mr Rees. 

* 

In Worford Dundridge greeted the news of his appointment 
'vith consternation He had spent an anxious weekend confined 
his room at the Handyman Arms partly because he was 
afraid of missing the telephone call from Miss Boles and partly 
because he had no intention of leaving the money he had re- 
ceived from Sir Giles in his suitcase or of carrying it around on 
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his person But there had been no phone call. To add to his 
troubles, there was the knowledge that he had accepted a 
bribe. He tried to persuade himself that he had merely taken a 
bet on, but it was no use. 

T could get three years for this,’ he' said to himself, an 
senously considered handing the money back. He was deterre 
by the photographs He couldn’t imagine how many years he 
could get for doing what they suggested he had done. ^ ^ 

By the time the Enquiry re-opened on Monday, Dundridge s 
nerves were frayed to breaking pomt. He had taken his seat 
mconspicuously at the back of the courtroom and had hardly 
hstened to the evidence. The presence of a large number or 
pohcemen, brought m to ensure that there was no further out- 
break of violence, had done nothing to reassure him. Dun- 
dridge had misconstrued their role and had finally left the 
courtroom before Lord Leakham announced his decision. He 
was standmg m the hall downstairs when a burst of cheering 
mdicated that the Enquiry was over. 

Sir Giles and Lady Maud were the first to congratulate him 
They issued from the courtroom and down the stairs followed 
by General Burnett and Mr and Mrs Bullett-Finch. 

Splendid news,’ said Sir Giles. Lady Maud seized Dun- 
dridge’s hand. 


. ™ you a great debt of gratitude,- she said stathU 

into his face significantly 

‘ra ^'otMng murmured Dundndge modestly. 

Nonsense, said Lady Maud, ‘you have made me very happy 
You mus come and see us before you leave.’ 

inifthP prodigiously - Dundridge had come t( 

being a bet and HoskI L 7 '’“f something about a be 
J • 1 t ,1. ^ had msisted on their aoins to have < 

drink together to celebrate j f ^ ^ i. « tr 

celebrate about. Oundndge couidn t see anything t< 


’You’ve got friends at court 'Tj t , . , 

‘Friends at court?’ said n ®^^umed 

Dundndge. ‘What on earth do yo^i 
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wasn't (or at best only parually and whose comp 
pending on achievement and money. Jay m the ^5 

intoxicated by her presence. If the past could confer s 


II uic pcasL , , 

surance there was more to be said for it than Dun n ge ^ 


intoxicated by 

surance there w«ii> muic lu oaiu w*. tied at 

previously admitted Dundridge sipped his drink and s 

her. Lady Maud smiled back. p. 

By the time they went in to dinner, Dundndge was 
gruously gay. He opened the door for her, he held her ^ 
pulled back her chair and nudged it forward against her 
meamngfully, he opened the champagne with a ^ 
that suggested he seldom drank anythmg else and laug e 
bonairly as the cork tinkled among the glass lustres o 
chandelier. And through the meal, oysters followed by c ^ 
duck, Dundndge no longer cared what the world might 
him. Lady Maud’s appreaative smile, half yawn and half a 3^^ 
beckoned him on to be himself. And Dundndge was. For 
first time m his life he lived up to his own expectations, np 
and fat beyond. The champagne cork flew a second tune la 
the upper reaches of the room, the duck disappeared to 
followed by strawberries and cream, and Dundridge lost 
last vestiges of inhibition or even the apprehension that thei 
was anything at all unusual about dimng alone with a matn^^ 
woman whose husband was away on busmess. All such cod- 
siderations vanished in the bubble of his gaiety and m the hgh 
of Lady Maud’s approval. Under the table her knee confirmed 
the implications of her smile, on top her hand lay heavily on 
his and traced the contours of his fingers; and when, theit 
coffee finished, she took his arm and suggested that they dance 
Dundndge heard himself say he would be delighted to. Arm-m' 
arm they went down the passage to the ballroom with the 
sprung floor. Only then, with the chandehers hghting the 
great room bnlhantly and a record on the turntable, did be 
reahze what he had let himself m for. Dundridge had never 
danced in his life. 


Blott walked do' 
had been av I 


Wilfrid’s Castle. For a week he 
Guildstead Carbonell 


the conversation and Bullett-Fmch is a bit of a wet blanket. 

Dundndge sipped his drink and wondered what the hell she 
had put into it It looked innocuous, but clearly wasn t. Lady 
Maud’s dress, on the other hand, practised no such deception. 
A thing of silk designed to emphasize the curvature of the 
female form, it had evidently been created with someone more 
lissom in mind. It bulged where it should have hung and 
wheezed when it should have rustled Above all it was so 
clearly breathtaking in its constriction that Dundndge found 
himself almost panting m empathy. Besides Lady Maud s voice 
had undergone a strange alteration. It was curiously husky. 

‘How do you hke your new flat?* she asked, sitting down 
beside him with a squeak of pre-stressed silk 

“‘Flat?’ said Dundndge momentarily unable to make the 
transition between adjective and noun. ‘Oh flat. Yes. Very 
pleasant’ 

You must let me come up and see it some time,’ said Lady 
Maud ‘Unless you feel I might be compromising you. She 
sighed, and her great bosom heaved like an apptoachmg 
breaker 

‘Compromising?’ said Dundndge, who couldn’t imagme that 
he was likely to be compromised by bemg alone m his flat with 
her any more than he was already by those beastly photo- 
graphs ‘F d be delighted to have you.’ 

Lady Maud tittered coyly, ‘I’m afraid you’re going to miss^ 
the excitement of life m London,’ she murmured. ‘We must do 
what we can to see that you don’t get bored.’ 

It Seemed a remote prospect to Dundndge. He sat rigid on 
the sofa and tried to keep his eyes averted from the mcom- 
prehensible fascmations of her body, 

‘Let me get you another drink,’ she breathed softly, and once 
sgain he was conscious of a feeling of bemg overcome. It was 
partly the dnnk, partly the waft of perfume, but ‘it was mostly 
the strength of her self-assurance that held him fascinated In 
spite of her size, m spite of her assertiveness, m spite of every- 
thing about her that conflicted with his idea of a beautiful 
Woman, Lady Maud was wholly confident. And Dundndge, who 
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wasn’t (or at best only partially and whose completeness, e 
pending on achievement and money, ,lay in the future) was 
intoxicated by her presence. If the past could confer sue ^ 
surance there was more to be said for it than Dundndge a 
previously admitted Dundndge sipped his drmk and smile a 
her Lady Maud snuled back. 

By the time they went m to dinner, Dundridge was incon 
gruously gay He opened the door for her, he held her arm, ® 
pulled back her chair and nudged it forward against her thig s 
meanmgfully. he opened the champagne with a nonchalance 
that suggested he seldom drank anything else and laughed e- 
bonairly as the cork tinkled among the glass lustres of the 
chandeher. And through the meal, oysters followed by col 
duck, Dundndge no longer cared what the world might think o 
him. Lady Maud’s appreaative smile, half yawn and half abyss, 
beckoned him on to be himselL And Dundndge was For the 
first time m his hfe he lived up to his own expectations, up to 
and far beyond. The champagne cork flew a second tune into 
the upper reaches of the room, the duck disappeared to c 
followed by strawberries and cream, and Dundndge lost the 
last vestiges of inhibition or even the apprehension that there 
was anythmg at ail unusual about dimng alone with a married 
woman whose husband was away on busmess All such com 
siderations vanished m the bubble of his gaiety and in the light 
of Lady Maud s approval Under the table her knee confirmed 
the implications of her smile, on top her hand lay heavily on 

'contours of his fingers, and when, their 
uldnl . ’ fu ^ -nd suggested that they dance 

sprune Lor Passage to the ballroom with the 

great room chandehers Ughting the 

reahze what he ^ record on the turntable, did c 

tad bcm''aTOl^ Wilfrid’s Castle. For a week be 

“'tag the Royal George in GuUdstead CarboneU 
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‘All we need now is a lovers’ moon,’ Lady Maud murmured 
and turned to face him. Dundndge looked up mto the mght 
sky It was long past his bedtime and besides not even the 
champagne could disguise the fact that he was in an ambiguous 
situation He had had enough of ambiguous situations lately to 
last him a lifetime and he certainly didn’t relish the thought of 
Sir Giles returning home unexpectedly to find him on the ter- 
race dnnking champagne with his wife at one o’clock m the 
morning. 

‘It looks as if it’s gomg to rain,’ he said to change the topic 
from lovers’ moons. 

‘Silly boy,’ cooed Lady Maud. ‘It’s a lovely starlit night.’ 

‘Yes Well, I really do think I must be gettmg along,’ Dun- 
dridge insisted ‘It’s been a lovely evening * 

‘Oh well if you must go . . .’ They went indoors again. 

‘Just one more glass . . .?’ Lady Maud said but Dundndge 
shook his head and hmped on down the passage. 

‘You must look me up again,’ said Lady Maud as he climbed 
into his car. ‘The sooner the better. It’s been ages since I had so 
much fun ’ She waved goodbye and Dundndge drove off down 
the dnve He didn’t get very far There was something dread- 
fully wrong with the steenng The car seemed to veer to the 
left all the time and there was a thumping sound Dundndge 
stopped and got out and went round to the front. 

‘Damn,’ said Dundndge feehng the flat tyre. He went to the 
boot and got the jack out By the time he had jacked the car up 
and taken the left front wheel off, the hghts in the Hall had 
gone out. He fetched the' spare wheel from the boot and bolted 
It into place He let the jack down and stowed it away Then he 
got back mto the car and started the engine and drove off. 
There was a thumping noise and the car pulled to the left 
T)undndge stopped with a curse 

*I must have put the flat tyre on agam,* he muttered and got 
out the jack. 

* 

In the Hall Lady Maud switched off the ballroom hghts sadly. 
She had enjoyed the evening and was sorry it had ended so 



bed Through the circular window he could see the lights of the 
Hall. They were still on \shcn he fell asleep and through the 
night air there came the faint sound of trombones. 



What drinks, dinner and Lady Maud's assiduous coquetry bad 
done for Dundndge, dancing had undone In particular her in* 
terpretation of the hesitation waltz *- Dundndge considered 
the probability of a slipped disc — while her tango had threat' 
ened hernia. All his attempts to get her to do something n httic 
less compheated had been ignored 

‘You're doing splendidly.* she said treading on his toes. ‘All 
you need is a little practice.’ 


mat about somethuig modem?’ said Dundndge. 

Modem danrag is so unromantic,’ said Maud, changing the 
record to a quickstep. There’s no intimacj- in it.’ 

S,t tST O? Dundndge had in mind ’i thmk I’M 

wnMdn’f hk ; ® But Lady Maud 

1 really tnink it is time I wa<: nff ’ Vio j 
“What? So early? i. 

pers.’ said Lady Maud 

language of the nursei^J. prematurely into the 

the deep blue^serS choosing the devil of dnnk to 

through to the consprv \ 

the ferns. ^ stood for a moment among 

What a wonderful m in 

ILady Maud and took h terrace.’ said 

trade and looked the stone balus* 

“‘'’*=««luiesso£thepinetam. 



‘All we need now is a lovers’ moon,’ Lady Maud murmured 
and turned to face him Dundndge looked up mto the night 
sky It was long past his bedtime and besides not even the 
champagne could disguise the fact that he was in an ambiguous 
situation He had had enough of ambiguous situations lately to 
last him a lifetime and he certainly didn’t rehsh the thought of 
Sir Giles returning home unexpectedly to find him on the ter- 
race drinking champagne with his wife at one o’clock m the 
morning. 

‘It looks as if it’s going to ram,’ he said to change the topic 
from lovers’ moons 

‘Silly boy,’ cooed Lady Maud. ‘It’s a lovely starlit night’ 

‘Yes Well, I really do think I must be gettmg along,* Dun- 
dndge insisted ‘It’s been a lovely evening.’ 

‘Oh well if you must go . . .’ They went indoors again. 

‘Just one more glass . . .?’ Lady Maud said but Dundndge 
shook his head and hmped on down the passage. 

‘You must look me up again,’ said Lady Maud as he climbed 
into his car ‘The sooner the better. It’s been ages smce I had so 
much fun ’ She waved goodbye and Dundndge drove off down 
the dnve. He didn’t get very far. There was something dread- ' 
fully wrong with the steenng The car seemed to veer to the 
left all the time and there was a thumping sound Dundndge 
stopped and got out and went round to the front. 

‘Damn,’ said Dundndge feeUng the flat tyre. He went to the 
hoot and got the jack out By the time he had jacked the car up 
and taken the left front wheel off, the bghts m the Hall had 
gone out. He fetched the' spare wheel from the boot and bolted 
It into place He let the jack down and stowed it away. Then he 
got back into the car and started the engine and drove off. 
^ere was a thumping noise and the car pulled to the left. 
Dundndge stopped with a curse 

1 must have put the flat tyre on agam,’ he muttered and got 
out the jack. 

• 

iu the Hall Lady Maud sivitched off the ballroom lights sadly. 
She had enjoyed the evening and was sorry it had ended so 
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tamely. Tlicre had been a moment earlier in the evening when 
she had thought Dundridge was going to prove amenable to 
her few charms. 

‘Men,’ she said contemptuously ns she undressed and stood 
looking at herself dispassionately in the mirror. She was not, 
and she was the first to admit it. a beautiful woman by con- 
temporary standards of beauty but then she didn’t pa> much 
heed to contemporary standards of any sort. The uorld she 
lived for had admired substantial things, large women, hca\’) 
furniture, healthy appetites and strong feelings. She had no 
time for the present with its talk of sex, its girlish men and 
boyish women, and its reducing diets She longed to be swept 
off her feet by a strong man who knew the value of bed, board 
and babies She wasn t going to find him in Dundndge 

Silly little goose doesn’t know what he’s missing,’ she said, 
and climbed mto bed. 


* 

Outside the silly httle goose knew only too well what he was 
missing An inflated tyre He had changed the wheel again and 
had iM down the sack only to find that his spare tyre had been 

into the car and tried to think what 
eometlung moved heavily through the grass and 

tofall^mlrH shut the door. He couldn’t sit 

^ m C3S and trudged back up the 
drive to the house and tang the doorbell 

hehtlriie^sm ?“i^ bed and turned on the 

caught her unprepared Sh'"' W ha 

bps hastily, powdered fobbed a lipstick and daubed h 

behmd each ear Fmallv^ h ® d 

'shd mto a see-throiiaif out of her pyjamas an 

opened the door ^ ^ghtdress and went dovimstairs an 
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ingly. ^ nervously. Lady Maud smiled know- 

‘A puncture?’ 

■’^“•twoasamatteroifact.- 


108 




billed ^ ' < . ' \ Upsta^?^^.t 

MTf'SvWsoffJ" • '.' ,a HOVJCO®®,';; .Vf.,:*lf;? 



noticed that Lady Maud’s perfume still lingered heavily on the 
air He went across to the window and opened it and then, 
moving carefully so as not to stub his toes, he went back and 
got into bed. As he did so he knew there was something ter- 
ribly wrong. A blast of Chanel No. 5 issued from the bedclothes 
overpoweringly. So did Lady Maud Her arms closed round him 
and with a husky. Oh you wicked boy,' her mouth descended 
on his. The next moment Dundridgc was engulfed. Things 
seemed to fold round him, huge hot terrible things, legs, arms, 
breasts, lips, noses, thighs, bearing him up, entwining him, 
and bearing him down again in a frenzy of importunate flesh. 
He floundered frantically while the waves of Lady Maud’s mis- 
taken response broke over him Only his mind remained un- 
trammelled, his mind and his inhibitions As he writhed in her 
arms his thoughts raced to a number of ghastly conclusions He 
had chosen the wrong room; she was in love with him. he was 
in e wit a nymphomaniac, she was providing her husband 
with grounds for divorce, she was seducing him. There was no 
question a out the last. She was seducing him Her hands left 
to in no doubt about that, particularly her left hand And 
Dundridp. accustomed to the wholly abstract stimulus of bis 

found the inexperience of a real woman - 
up with inexperienced - hard to put 

surfaced for managed to squeak as Lady Maud 

was this last that gave^,m ^“?””’® suSocamn-K 
truly Herculean teLlsm^*'.‘^“'’“^““" 

Maud, still clmgmg hmoer?r^"1?' 

aashthebedsile tabt^L I ' 

and leapt to his feet n! Dundndge broke free 

door and running down 1 moment he was through the 
. staggered to the bed Lady Maud 

vigour of his rejection Stunned by the 

caught her on the ciri ^ ^ bedside table which bad 

® o the head, she lumbered into the 
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corridor and turned on the light but there was no sign of Dun- 
dridge. 

There’s no need to be shy.’ she called but there was no 
reply. She went into the next room and switched on the light. 
No Dundridge. The next room was empty too. She went from 
room to room switching on lights and calling his name, but 
Dundridge had vanished. Even the bathroom was unlocked and 
empty and she w^as just wondermg where to look next when a 
sound from the landing drew her attention. She went back and 
s^vitched on the hall light and caught him in the act of tip- 
toeing down the stairs. For an instant he stood tliere, a 
petrified satyr, and turned pathetic eyes towards her and then 
he w’as off doivn the stairs and across the marble floor, his 
slender legs and pale feet twmkling among the squares Lady 
Maud leant over the balustrade and laughed. She w^as still 
laughing as she went down the staircase, laughing and holding 
on to the hamster to keep herself from falhng Her laughter 
echoed in the emptiness of the hall and filtered dowm the cor- 
ridors 

In the darkness by the kitchen Dundridge listened to it and 
shuddered He had no idea where he was and there was a 
demented quality about that laughter that appalled him He 
was just wondenng what to do when, silhouetted against the 
hall hght at the end of the passage he saw her bulky outlme. 
She had stopped laughing and was peenng into the gloom 

‘It’s all nght, you can come out now,’ she called but Dun- 
dndge knew better He understood now w^hy his car had two 
flat tyres, why he had been invited to the Hall when Sir Giles 
was away Lady Maud was a raving nymphomaniac. He was 
alone in a huge house in the middle of the back of beyond ivith 
no clothes on, a disabled car and an enormously powerful and 
naked female lunatic." Nothing on God’s earth would induce 
him to come out now. As Lady Maud lumbered dowm the pass- 
age Dundridge turned and fled, collided with a table, lurched 
into some iron banisters and was off up the servants’ stairs. 
Behind him a hght went on. As he reached the landmg he 



glanced back and saw Lady Maud’s face staring up at him One 
glance was enough to confirm his fears The smudged lipstick, 
the patches of rouge, the disordered hair . . . mad as a hatter. 
Dundndge scampered down another corridor and behind him 
came the final proof of her madness 

'Tally ho,’ shouted Lady Maud. ‘Gone away.’ Dundridge went 
away as fast as he could. 


In the Lodge, Blott woke up and stared out through the circular 
window. Dimly below the rim of the hills he could see the dark 
shape of the Hall and he was about to turn over and go back to 
sleep when a hght came on m an upstairs room to be followed 
almost immediately by another and then a tbrd Blott sat up m 
bed and watched as one room after another lit up He glanced 
at his clock and saw it was ten past two. He looked back 
towards the house and saw the stained glass roof-hght above 
the hall glowmg He got up and opened the window and stared 
out and as he did so there came the faint sound of hysterical 
laughter. Or crymg Lady Maud Blott pulled on a pair of 
trousers, put on his shppers, took his twelve-bore and ran 
downstairs. There was somethmg terribly wrong up at the 
house He ran up the drive, almost colhding m the darkness 
with Dundndge s car The bastard was still around Probably 
chasing her from room to room That would explain the lights 
going on and the hysterical laughter He’d soon put a stop to 
that Clutching his shotgun he went through the stable yard 
and m the kitchen door The hghts were on Blott went across 
to the passage and hstened There was no sound now. He went 
down the passage to the hall and stood there Must be upstairs 
He ^ ay up when Lady Maud emerged from a corridor 
on to e ^ mg breathlessly She ran across the landing to 
e top ^ ^ ^ stairs and stood looking down at Blott naked as 
Tif ^ S^P^d up at her open mouthed 

Clothed she had 

hpr ctomach h perfection Her great breasts. 

had aver dreamed of and ' v*’’'’ everything Blott 

or and, to make matters dven better, she was 

112 



clearly in distress. Tear-stains ran down her daubed cheeks. His 
moment of heroism on her behalf had arnved. 

‘Blott,’ said Lady Maud, ‘what on earth are you doing here? 
And what are you doing with that gun?’ 

T am here at your service,’ said Blott gallantly assuming the 
language of history. 

‘At my service?’ said Lady Maud, oblivious of the fact that 
she wasn’t exactly dressed for discussions about service witii 
her gardener. ‘What do you mean by my service? You’re here to 
look after the garden, not to wander about the house in the 
middle of the night in your bedroom slippers armed with a 
shotgun.’ 

On the staircase Blott bowed before the storm ‘I came to 
protect your honour,’ he murmured. 

‘My honour? You came to protect my honour? With a shot- 
gun? Are you out of your mind?* 

Blott was beginiung to wonder. He had come up expecting to 
find her lying raped and murdered, or at least pleading for 
mercy, and here she was standing naked at the top of the stairs 
dressing him down. It didn’t seem nght. It didn’t seem exactly 
right to Lady Maud now that she came to think of it. She 
turned and went into her bedroom and put on a dressmg-gown. 

‘Now then,’ she said with a renewed sense of authority, 
‘what’s all this nonsense about my honour?’ 

‘I thought I heard you call for help.’ Blott mumbled. 

‘Call for help indeed,’ she snorted ‘You heard nothmg of the 
sort. You’ve been drmking I’ve spoken to you about drinking 
before and I don’t want to mention it again And what’s more 
when I need any help protecting my so-called honour, which 
Cod knows I most certamly don’t, I won’t ask you to come up 
here with a twelve-bore Now then go back to the Lodge and go 
to bed, I don’t want to hear any more about this nonsense, do 
you understand?’ 

Blott nodded and slunk down the staircase. 

‘And you can turn the hghts off down there as you go ’ 

‘Yes. ma’am,’ said Blott and went down the passage to the 
mtchen filled with a new and ternfale sense of injustice. He 
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Environment to re-open the Enquiry, and warned by his 
doctors that unless he curtailed most of his activities his heart 
would end them all, Francis Puckermgton resigned his seat in 
parliament. Sir Giles was the first to congratulate him on the 
wsdom of his withdrawal from public life. ‘Wish I could do the 
same myself,’ he said, ‘but you know how things are.’ 

Ivlr Puckermgton didn’t but he had a shrewd idea that lurk- 
ne behind Sir Giles’ benevolent concern there was financial 
advantage. Lady Maud shared his suspicion Ever since the En- 
auiry there had been something strange about Giles’ manner, 
an air of expectation and suppressed excitement about him 
which she found disturbing Several times she had noticed him 
looking at her with a smile on his face and when Sir Giles 
smiled It usually meant that something unpleasant was about 
to happen What it was she couldn’t imagine and since she took 
no interest m politics the hkely consequences of Mr Puck* 
crington’s resignation escaped her. Hoskins was under- 
standably more mformed He reahzed at once why Sir Giles 
had agreed so readily to the Ottertown route. ‘Bnlhant,’ 
told him when he saw him at the Golf Glub. Sir Giles looked 
mystified. 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about I had no idea the 
poor fellow was so ill A great loss to the party.’ 

‘My eye and Betty Martin,’ said Hosbns. 

, ‘I’d rather have your Bessie Williams myself,’ Sir Giles said, 
relaxing a little ‘I trust she is keeping well?’ 

‘Very well. She and her husband took a hohday m Majorca I 


believe ’ , 

‘Sensible of them Sir Giles said ‘So our young fnendl>un 
dndge must be a little puzzled by now No harm m keepmg hm 
hanging m the wind, as someone once put it.’ 

‘He’s probably blown that money you gave him.* 

‘I gave him? said Sir Giles who preferred not to let his ngh 
hand know what Ms left was doing 

‘Say no more, said Hoskins ‘I’U tell you one thing though 
He’s lost all’ ^ m your wife S " 
f said. ‘There was a tun' 


tiated the suspension bridge and headed up the hill, his flat 
tyre thumping on the road and the steering pulling violently to 
the left Around him the Cleene Forest closed m, his head- 
hghts picked out monstrous shapes and weird shadows but 
Dundridge had lost his terror of the wild landscape. Anything 
was preferable to the human horrors he had left behind and 
even when two miles further on the tyre finally came away 
fcom the rim and he had to jack the car up and change it for 
the other fiat spare he did so without hesitation. After that he 
drove more slowly and reached Worford as dawn broke. He 
parked his car on the double yellow Ime outside his flat, made 
sure there was nobody about and flitted across the pavement 
and down the alley to the outside stairs that led up to his 
apartment. Even here he was baulked. The key of his flat was in 
the pocket of his dinner-jacket. 

Dundridge stood on the landmg outside his door, naked, 
shivering and hvid. Deprived of digmty, pretensions, authority 
and reason, Dundndge was almost human For a moment he 
hesitated and then with a sudden ferocity he hurled himself 
agamst the door. At the second attempt the lock gave. He went 
inside slammmg it to behind him He had made up his mind 
Come hell or high water he would do his damnedest to see that 
the route of the motorway was changed They could bnbe him 
and blackmail Tum for all they were worth but he’d get his own 
hack By the time he had finished that fat msane bitch would 
laugh on the other side of her filthy face 


16 

Dis opportunity came sooner than he had expected and from 
an unforeseen quarter. Overwhelmed by the volume of com- 
plamts amvmg at his ofiice from the tenants of the seventy-five 
council houses due for demohtion, harried by the Ottertown 
Town Council, infuriated by the refusal of the Minister of the 
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Environment to re-open the Enquiry, and warned by his 
doctors that unless he curtailed most of his activities his heart 
would end them all, Francis Puckerington resigned his seat in 
Parliament. Sir Giles was the first to congratulate him on the 
wisdom of his withdrawal from pubhc life ‘Wish I could do the 
same myself, he said, ‘but you know how things are.’ 

Mr Puckerington didn’t but he had a shrewd idea that lurk- 
ing behind Sir Giles benevolent concern ‘ there was financial 
advantage. Lady Maud shared his suspicion. Ever since the En- 
quiry there had been something strange about Giles’ manner, 
an air of expectation and suppressed excitement about hun 
which she found disturbing Several times she had noticed him 
looking at her with a smile on his face and when Sir Giles 
smiled It usually meant that something unpleasant was about 
to happen What it was she couldn’t imagine and since she took 
no mterest m pohtics the hkely consequences of Mr Puck- 
eringtons resignation escaped her. Hoskms was under- 
standably more informed He reahzed at once why Sir Giles 
<- readily to the Ottertown route. ‘Bnlliant,* he 

0 d hini when he saw him at the Golf Club. Sir Giles looked 
mystified 
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when I entertained the hope that he would . . . One can’t expect 
miracles Stilh it was a nice thought.* 

‘He’s got it in for her now, anyway. Hates her guts.* 

‘I wonder Why,’ said Sir Giles thoughtfully. ‘Ah well, it 
happens to us all in the end. Still, it couldn’t have come at a 
better time.* 

‘That’s what I thought.’ said Hoskins. ‘He’s already sent 
three memoranda to the Ministry asking for the motorway to 
be re-routed through the Gorge.* 

‘Quite the httle weathercock, isn’t he? I trust you tried to 
dissuade him.* 

‘Every time. Every time.* 

‘But not too hard, eh?’ 

Hoskins smiled. ‘I try to keep an open mind on the matter. 
‘Very wise of you,* said Sir Giles. No point in getting your- 
self involved. Well, things seem to be moving.* 

Things certainly were. In London Francis Puckerington s resig- 
nation had immediate repercussions. 

‘Seventy-five council houses due for demolition in a 
constituency with a bye-election pending?’ said the Prime Mm- 
ister. ‘And what did you say his last majority was? 

‘Forty-five,’ said the Chief Whip. ‘A margmal seat* 

‘Marginal be damned. It’s lost* 

‘It does rather look that way,* the Chief Whip agreed. Of 
course if the motorway could be re-routed - . . 

The Prime Mimster reached for the phone. 

Ten minutes later Mr Rees sent for Mr Joynson 
*Done it’ he said beaming dehghtedly. 

*Done what?* 

‘Pulled the fat out of the fire. The Ottertown scheme is dead 
and buried. The MlOl is going ahead through the Cleene 
Gorge.’ 

‘Oh, that is good news,* said Mr Joynson ‘How on earth did 
you do it?’ 

'Just a question of patience and gentle persuasion. Ministers 


may come and Ministers may go but m the end they do tend to 
see the errors of their ways.* 

I suppose this means you’ll be recalling Dundridge/ said Mr 
Joynson, who was inclined to look on the dark side of things. 

Not on your Nelly, said Mr Rees, ‘Dundridge is coping very 
well I look forward to his perpetual absence.’ 

♦ 

Dundndge received the news with mixed emotions. On the one 
hand here was his golden opportunity to teach that bitch Lady 
Maud a lesson. On the other the knowledge that he had ac- 
cepted a bribe from Sir Giles bothered him He looked for^vard 
0 y au s misery when she learnt that Handynnan Hall 
was going to be demolished after all but he didn’t relish the 
<str ^1 ° nsband s reaction He need not have worried 
hart t)ut of the Way when the storm broke, 

of the annn ^ of being tied up in London in advance 

‘You don^ 'vas reassuring. - = 

Maud who-U berurfoTblI?°“' 

in °he"toU®the“ ri onThe 

never in to Lady Maud ^ ‘Remember that. 1 am 

route anrarrangeTfor 

pulsory purchase Posting of advance notices of corn- 

work. which meant m f 

the telephone To sittmg m his flat and not answering 

credence to his title 

about devising a strat Motorways Midlands, he set 

construction which dealing with the campaign to stop 

itiate. ^ convmced Lady Maud would m- 

Surprise is of the p 

‘She’s had that alreadl"^u to Hoskins 

time supervised the Hoskins pointed out. He had in his 
holders to be daunted obstinate house- 
he was relying on Sir G 1^ l^hreat of Lady Maud, and besides 
going to give us anv ^ undermine her efforts ‘She’s not 
My trouble. You'll see When it comes to the 



push she’ll go. They all do. It’s the law.’ Dundridge wasn’t con- 
vmced. From his personal experience he knew how httle the 
law meant to Lady Maud. 

‘The thing is to move quickly/ he explained. 

‘Move quickly?’ said Hoskins. ‘You can’t move quickly when 
you’re bmlding a motorway. It’s a slow process.’ 

Dundndge waved his objections aside. ‘We must hit at key 
objectives. Seize the commandmg heights. Maintam the in- 
itiative/ he said grandly. 

Hoskins looked at him doubtfully. He wasn’t used to this 
sort of mihtary language. ‘Look, old boy, I know how you feel 
and all that but . . 

‘You don’t,’ said Dundndge vehemently. 

‘But what I was going to say was that there’s no need to go 
10 for anythmg complicated. Just let things take their natural 
course and you’ll find people will get used to the idea. It’s 
amazing how adaptable people are.’ 

‘That’s precisely what’s won^mg me/ said Dundndge. ‘Now 
then the essence of my plan is to make random sorties.’ 

‘Random sorties?’ said Hoskms. ‘What on earth with?’ 

‘Bulldozers/ said Dundridge and spread out a map of the 
distnct. 

‘Bulldozers? You can’t have bulldozers roaming the country- 
side makmg random sorties/ said Hoskins, now thoroughly 
alarmed ‘What the hell are they gomg to randomly sort?’ 

‘Vital areas of control/ said Dundndge, ‘hnes of com- 
munication Bridgeheads’ 

Bndgeheads? But—' 

‘Asl see it.’Dundndge continued implacably, ‘the main centre 
of resistance is going to be here/ He pointed to the Cleene 
^oige. ‘Strategically rhis is the vital area Seize that and we’ve 
Won.’ 

‘Seize it? You can’t suddenly go in and seize the Cleene 
^tgel’ shouted Hoskins. ‘The motorway has to proceed by 
dehberate stages Contractors work according to a schedule 
and we have to keep to that.' 

‘That is precisely the mistake you’re making/ said Dun- 



dridge. ‘Our tactics must be to alter the schedule just when the 
enemy least expects it.’ 

‘But that’s impossible,’ Hoskins insisted. ‘You can’t go about 
knocking people’s houses down without giving them fair warn- 
mg.’ 

Who said anything about knocking houses down?’ said 
Dundridge indignantly. ‘I certainly didn’t. What I have in mind 
is something entirely different. Now then what we’ll do is 
this.* 

For the next half hour he outlined his grand strategy while 
Hoskins listened. When he had finished Hoskins was impressed 
in spite of himself. He had been quite wrong to call Dundridge 
a nincompoop. In his own peculiar way the man had flair. 

All the same I just hope it doesn’t have to come to that,’ he 
said finally. 

You 11 see. said Dundridge. ‘That bitch isn’t going to sit 

ac an et us put a motorway through her wretched house 
wt out putting up a struggle She’s going to fight to the bitter 


Hoskins went back to his office thoughtfully There was 
no mg 1 ega a out Dundridge’s plan in spite of the military 
jargon. In a way it was extremely shrewd 


unde^ Preservation of the Cleene Gorge 

Lady Maud was th"fefsp?ate‘ ' 

‘I intend tn fioi,*. 


uy m.ua was the first speaker. 

I intend to fight 
fuIBllmg Dundridge’s p edicto“ 

driven from my own hom. . I ’’ 

dunderheads m LondnnTt because a lot of bureaucr 

the recommendatioL of 

outrageous.* properly constituted Enquiry. 

‘It’s so unfair’ cmM xr 

what Lord Leakham J PuHett-Finch. ‘particularly J 

area. What I can’t un^^^ preserving the wildlife of 

so suddenly.* ^rstand is why they changed their m 

‘As I see it* sairi 

ueral Burnett ‘the change is a di 



consequence of Puckerington’s resignation. I have it on the 
highest authonty that the Government felt that the new candi- 
date was bound to lose the bye-election if they went ahead 
'vith the route through Ottertown * 

‘Why did Puckerington resign?* asked Miss Perdval. 
*Ill-health; said Colonel Chapman ‘He’s got a dicky heait ’ 
Lady Maud said nothing What she had just heard explamed 
a great many things and suggested more. She knew now why 
Sir Giles had smiled so secretively at her and why he had had 
that air of expectation Everything suddenly fell into place in 
her mind. She understood why he had been so alarmed about 
the possibility of a tunnel, why he had insisted on Ottertown, 
why he had been so pleased at Lord T eakham s decision Above 
all, she realized for the first time the full enormity of his be- 
trayal Colonel Chapman put her thoughts into numbers 
*I suppose there is this to be said for it. I’ve heard a rumour 
that we are going to get increased compensation, he said The 
figure mentioned was twenty per cent That makes your sum. 
Lady Maud, something in the region of three hundred thousand 
pounds ’ 

Lady Maud sat rigid in her chair. Three hundred thousand 
pounds It was not her share.. Sir Giles owned the Hall. Owned 
It and had put it up for sale in the only way legally ayailable to 
fiun Faced with such treachery there was nothing left for her 
to say. She shook her head wearily and while the discussion 
continued round her she stared out of the window to where 
Blott was mowing the lavm 

The meeting broke up without any decision bemg taken on 
the next move 

‘Poor old Maud seems quite broken up about this dreadful 
business,’ General Burnett said to Mrs Bullett-Finch as they 
Walked across the drive to their cars Tt’s knocked all the spirit 
out of her. Bad business.* 

One does feel so terribly sorry for her, Mrs Bullett-Finch 
agreed. 

Lady Maud watched them leave and then went back into the 
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house to think. Committees would achieve nothing now. They 
would talk and pass resolutions but when the time for taking 
action came they would still be talking. Colonel Chapman had 
given the game away by talking about money. They would 
settle. 

She went down the passage to the study and stood there 
looking round the room. It was here that Giles had thought the 
whole thing out, m this sanctum, at this desk where her father 
and grandfather had sat, and it was here that she would sit and 
think until she had planned some way of stopping the motor- 
way and of destroying him In her mind the two things were 
inextncably linked. Giles had conceived the idea of the motor- 
way, he would be broken by it There was no compunction left 
in her. She had been outwitted and betrayed by a man she had 
always despised. She had sold herself to him to preserve the 
house and the family and the knowledge of her own guilt adde 
force to her determmation If need be she would sell herself to 
the devil to stop him now. Lady Maud sat down behmd the 
desk and stared at the fihgree of her grandfather’s silver ink 
stand for inspiration. It was shaped like a hon’5 head. An hour 
later she had found the solution she was looking for. She 
reached for the phone and was about to pick it up when it rang 
It was Sir Giles calhng from London. 

I just thought I had better let you know I shan’t be back this 
weekend, he said. T know it is a damned inconvenient time for 

me to e away with all this motorway business going on, hut 
reaUy can’t get away.’ 

^fiht, said Lady Maud, feigning her usual degree 
o m erence, I daresay I’ll be able to cope without you 

How are things going?’ 

^ committee meetmg to discuss the next 
the county ^^unkmg of orgamzmg protest meetmgs round 

thingwe need.’said Sir Giles. T’m domg 

up the good work Mmistry to reconsider. Keep 

t your end.’ He rang ofiE. Lady Maud smiled 
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gnmly. She would keep up the good work all right. And he • 
could go on doing his damnedest. She picked up the phone and 
dialled In the next two hours she spoke to her bank manager, 
the Head Keeper at Whipsnade Zoo, the Game Warden at 
Woburn Wildlife Park, the managers of five small private zoos 
snd a firm of fencing experts m Birmingham Finally she went 
outside to look for Blott. 

Ever since the night of Dundndge’svisit she had been worried 

Blott’s attitude. It hadn’t been hke him to behave like that 
and she had been alarmed by the sound of the shotgun going 
off outside She rather regretted what she had said about his 
dnnking too. It certainly hadn’t had any good effect If any- 
thing he had taken to going off to the Royal George more often 
and late one night she had heard him singing in the pinetum. 
*Typically Italian,’ she thought, confusing ‘Wir Fahren Gegen 
England’ with La Traviata ‘Probably pining for Naples ’ But 
Blott stumbling through the park was merely drunk and if he 
''^as pimng for anything it was for her innocence which Dun- 
dridge’s visit had destroyed 

She found him, as she had expected, in the kitchen garden. 
®lott,’ she said, ‘I want you to do somethmg for me.’ 

Blott grunted morosely ‘What?’ 

You know the wall safe m the study?’ Blott nodded ‘I want 
you to open it for me.’ 

Blott shook his head and went on weeding the omon bed. 
Not possible without the combination,’ he said 

If I had the combination I wouldn’t have to ask you to open 
It, Lady Maud said tartly Blott shrugged. ‘If I don’t know the 
combmation,’ he said, ‘how do I open it?’ 

You blow it open,’ said Lady Maud Blott straightened up 
3nd looked at her. 

‘Blow It open?’ 

With explosive Use a . . . what are those things with flames 

• • • oxy . . .’ 

Acetylene torch,’ said Blott ‘It wouldn’t work ’ 

I don’t mind how you do it. You can pull it out of the wall 


123 



and drop it from the roof for all I care but I want that safe 
opened. I’ve got to know what is inside it.* 

Blott pushed back his hat and scratched his head. This was a 
new Lady Maud speakmg. ‘Why don’t you ask him for the 
combination?’ he said. 

‘Him?* said Lady Maud with a new contempt. ‘Because I 
don’t want him to know. That’s why.* 

‘He’ll know it if we blow it open,* Blott pointed out. 

Lady Maud thought for a moment. ‘We can always say it was 
burglars,* she said finally. 

Blott considered the implications of this remark and found 
them to his hkmg. ‘Yes, we could do that. Let’s go and have a 
look at it.’ 


They went into the house and stood in the study examining 
the safe which was set into the wall behind some books. 

Difficult, said Blott. He went into the dining-room next 
door and looked at the wall on that side. ‘It’s going to do a lot 
of damage, he said when he came back. 

Do whatever damage you have to. The house is coming 
down if we don’t do something. What does it matter if we do 
some darnage to it now? It can always be repaired.* 

Ah, said Blott, who had begun to understand. ‘Then I’ll use a 
sledgehammer. He went round to the workshop in the yard and 
retomed with a sledgehammer, a metal wedge and a aowbar. 

‘You’re quite sure?’ fie asked. Lady Maud nodded. Blott 
swung e sledgehammer agamst the dining-room wall. Half an 
hour later the safe was out of the wall. Together they carried it 

drive. It was quite small Blott 
f ^ to think what next to do. 

would high-explosive,* he said. ‘Dynamite 


^ dynamite,’ Lady Maud pointed out. ‘And 
ft and hoik ^ ^ couldn’t bore a hole in 

itandhojt^gsoutwithawire?’ 

arJoOT-ffiate ^ said Blott. ‘It’s like 

among the ariToui?^’ stopped. Like a tank. Somewhere 
^ of weapons he had collected during the 
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war there was a rochet-launcher. It was in a long wooden box 
and labelled FIAT. Projectile Infantry Anti-Tank. Now where 
had he buried it? 


17 

As dusk fell over the Qeene Gorge Blott left the Lodge with a 
spade He had had his supper, sausages and mashed potatoes, 
and was comfortably full Above all he was happy. As he fol- 
lowed the park wall round to the west and found the exact spot 
where he had climbed over as a pnsoner of war he was boy- 
ishly excited. There had been a piece of iron fenang which he 
had propped against the wall to give himself a leg-up It was 
still there, rusting in a patch of stinging-nettles Blott dragged 
it out and leant it against the wall and climbed up The barbed- 
wire had gone but as he straddled the top of the wall and 
dropped down on the other side he had the same feelmg of 
freedom he had experienced night after mght over thirty years 
before Not that he had disliked life in the camp He had felt 
freer then than at any time before. To sneak out at night and 
roam the woods on his own was to escape from the orphanage 
ia Dresden and all the petty restrictions of his dreadful child- 
hood It had been to cock a snook at authority and to be himself 
And so It was now as he pushed through the bracken and 
began to climb through the trees. He was doing the forbidden 
again and he exulted in it Half a mile up the hillside he 
came to a clearing. You turned left here. Blott turned left, fol- 
lowing the old mstinct as surely as if there had been a path 
^6re, and came out into the settmg sunlight behind a mound 
of stones that had once been a cottage Here he turned up the 
bill agam until he found the tree he was looking for. It was a 
^arge old oak Blott went round the trunk and found the slash 
bo had made m the bark He walked away from the tree, count- 
big his paces. Then he took off his jacket and began to dig. It 
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bun into the air above He looked up. The fin of the rocket 
reached its peak, curved over and fell into the road behind him 
Blott got up and went down to the safe. The bomb had missed 
the combination lock but it had done its job. A small hole the 
size of a penal was blown in the front of the safe and the door 
was loose ^ 

Lady Maud was having breakfast when the blast came. For a 

moment she thought Blott was out shooting rabbits but there 

had been a concussion and an echo about the explosion that 

had suggested something more powerful than a shotgun She 

Went outside and saw Blott coming down the cliff path on the 

other side of the river Of course, the safe. He had sworn he 

Would blow it open and that’s what he had done. She ran 

across the lawn and through the pinetum and over the foot- 
bridge 


B ott was bending over the safe when she came up. 

Have you done it^’ she asked. 

es. It’s open,’ said Blott, ‘but there’s nothing much in it’ 
y Maud could see that The safe was much smaller inside 
ch^^ expected and it appeared to be filled with burnt 

piT'h^ fragments of paper. She reached in and 

^ portion of what had once been a 
the fr up and looked at it. It appeared to be 

a naked man She reached in and took out another 
arm, a bare arm and what looked hke a 
'he sh^ H peered into the safe again but apart from 

Tll*^^ ^ photographs there was nothing inside 
anythin ° envelope,’ Lady Maud said ‘Don’t touch 

the Half i ^ walked off thoughtfully towards 

^^cted ^ the top of the cliff and col- 

"worked FIAT bomb At least he knew now that they 

hack fn n, f ^ ^ume in handy,’ he said to himself and took it 
An h 

base of the^Tff^ buried under some bushes at the 

hi the stud T ®^utt had gone back to the kitchen garden, 
hagnjents of h ^®ud sat at the desk and examined the 
P otographs, trying to sort out which portion of 


anatomy fitted the next. It was a difficult task and an vn- 
edifying one. The photographs were too charred and tom to 
reassembled properly and besides the force of the 
had decapitated the participants in what even on this slen 
evidence appeared to be a senes of extremely unnatural ac s. 
And slender was the word. Certainly in the case of the man. 
That ruled out Sir Giles It was a pity. She could have done wi 
some photographic proof of his obscene habits. She picke np 
another fragment and was about to look for the appropna 
place in the jigsaw puzzle where it would fit when she sud cn^ 
realized where she had seen those slender legs and pale 
course. Twinkling across the marble floor of the hall. ® 
looked again at the portion of leg. at the arm. She was cerwm 
now. Dundridge, Dundndge engaged in ... It was unthinkah e. 
She was just trying to work out what this extraordinary 
implied when the front doorbell rang. She went out and opene 
the door. It was the manager of the high-security fencing 
company. 

good,’ said Lady Maud ‘Now then, to business. TH sbo'*' 
you' exactly what I want.’ They went inside to the billiatt^ room 
and Lady Maud unrolled a map of the estate. *I am opening a 
wildlife park,’ she explained. ‘I want a fence extending the 
entire perimeter of the park. It must be absolutely secure and 
proof against any sort of animal.’ 

But I understood . . the manager began. 

Never mind what you understood,’ said Lady Maud JnsC 
understand that 1 am opemng a wildlife park in three weeks 
time ’ 


Tn three weeks? That’s out of the question.’ 

Lady Maud rolled up the map Tn that case I shall employ 
someone else, she said. ‘Some enterprising firm that can erect 
a suitable fence . . .* i 

•you won’t get any finn to do it in three weeks,’ said the 
manager Not unless you pay a fortune.’ 

lam prepared to pay a fortune,’ said Lady Maud. 



‘Three weeks,’ said Lady Maud. 

The manager took out a notebook and made some cal- 
culations. ‘Tins is simply a rough estimate,’ he said finally, ‘but 
I would say somewhere m the region of twenty-five thousand 
pounds ’ 

‘Say thirty and be done with it,’ said Lady Maud. ‘Thirty 
thousand pounds for the fence to be completed in three weeks 
from today with a bonus of one thousand a day for every day 
under three weeks and a penalty clause of two thousand 
pounds for every day after three weeks.’ 

The manager gaped at her ‘I suppose you know what you’re 
doing,’ he muttered 

‘I know precisely what I’m domg, thank you very much,’ said 
Lady Maud ‘What is more you will work day and m'ght. You 
Will brmg your materials m at mght I don’t want any lorries 
coming here during the day and you will house your men here. 
I will provide accommodation You will see to their bedding 
and their food. This whole operation must be done m the stric- 
test secrecy.’ 

‘If you don’t mind,’ said the manager and sat down in a 
chair Lady Maud sat down opposite him. 

‘Well?’ 

*I don’t know,’ said the manager. ‘It can be done . . .* 

‘It will be,’ Lady Maud assured him. ‘Either by you or some- 
one else ’ 

‘You realize that if we were to fimsh the job m a fortnight 
the cost would have nsen to thirty-seven thousand pounds ‘ 
'And I should be delighted And if you can finish m a week I 
shall be happy to pay forty-two thousand pounds,’ she said. 
Are we agreed?’ The manager nodded. ‘Right, in that case I 
shall make out a cheque to you for ten thousand now and two 
post-dated cheques for the same amount I trust that wll be a 
suffiaent earnest of my good faith ’ She went through to the 
study and wrote out the cheques ‘I shall expect the arnval of 
niatenals tonight and ivork to begin at once You can brmg the 
contract tomorrow for me to sign ’ 

The manager went out and got into his car in a state of 
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down tbf drire.^' he drove 

Tf Maud went back to the study and sat down, 

pvprv npnn A anticipated but it was worth 

didn’t rnrJ' tT animals. Lions 

the mi 77 ie ^ rhinoceros. And finally there was 

Mr Dundndop rf ^ °^°Staphs. What were obscene pictures of 
into the fT 3 rfp ^ sot up and went out 

o£ the latchen"garderS P^^h by the wall 

plained evetytLs and^^ ^“ddenly ,t dawned on her. It ex- 
changed his mnd^about P”'’™’®' '^hy Dundridge had 
had been blackmailed Wdr,!!!™^’' 7’'® '*'’'«‘^hed little man 

garden. ^ through the door into the kitchen 

‘Has my husband ever n«»- e-u 

London?’ she asked Blott ^ ^ a call to a woman in 

‘His secretary * sairl ni.-.. 

Giles’ secretary 'wasn’t Maud shook her head Sir 

kmdly to the suggestio ^ '^oman who would take 

bed and beat him and ^ should tie her employer to a 

‘Anyone else ? ’ ^ happily mamed. 

‘No.’ 

^^23 lie ever uierif*! a 

on the phone?’ ^ woman in any of his conversations 

Blott tried to rernpmi. .‘ 

‘In that case, Blott ’ ^ 

tomorrow.’ ’ said, ’you and I are going to London 

Blott gazed at her 

never been to London ®®^°^shment. To London?’ He had 

To London. We.},.!,. 

.ft What shah I ^ few days.’ 

suit of course ’ ^^ott, 

I haven’t Hot nm* . 

wel7nip°c]t°"'' we'reT''^^ ^°**'*' ®° Worford 

P‘*you up i„ It we’u get a camera as 



She went back into the house and put the photographs into 
an envelope and hid it behind a set of Jorrocks on the book- 
shelf. It might be worth paymg Mr Dundridge a visit while she 
was m Worford. 


18 

But Duhdndge was not to be found in Worford. *He’s out,* said 
the girl at the Regional Planning Board. 

‘Where?’ said Lady Maud 

‘Inspecting the site,’ said the girl 

‘Well, kindly tell him when he comes back that I have some 
sights I would like him to inspect ’ 

The girl looked at her. ‘I’m sure I don’t know what you 
mean,’ she said nastily. Lady Maud suppressed the reaction to 
tell the little hussy exactly what she did mean. 

‘Tell Mr Dundndge that I have a number of photographs m 
which I feel sure he will take a particular interest. You had 
better write it down before you forget it. Tell him that. He 
knows where he can find me ’ 

She went back to the outfitters where Blott was trying on a 
salmon-pink suit of Harris Tweed ‘If you think I’m gomg to be 
seen with you in London in that revolting article of menswear, 
you’ve got another think coming,’ she snorted She ran an eye 
over a number of less conspicuous suits and finally selected a 
dark grey pinstripe. ‘That’ll do ’ By the time they left the shop 
Blott was fitted out with shirts, socks, underwear and ties. 
They called at a shoe shop and bought a pair of black shoes. 

‘And now all we need is a camera,’ said Lady Maud as they 
stowed Blott’s new clothes m the back of the Land-Rover. They 
Went into a camera shop. 

I want a camera with an excellent lens,’ she told the as- 
sistant, ‘one that can be operated by a complete idiot.* 

You need an automatic camera,’ said the man. 



‘No, slie doesn’t,’ said BloLt who resented being called a 
complete idiot in front of strangers. ‘She means a Leica. 

‘A Leica?’ said the man. ‘But that’s not a camera for a novice. 

That’s a . . .’ 

‘Blott,’ said Lady Maud, taking him out on to the pavemen , 
‘do you mean to say that you know how to take photographs 
‘In the Luft . . . before the war I \vas tramed in photograp y- 

I was . . .’ . , 1 

Lady Maud beamed at him ‘Oh Blott,’ she said, you re a 
godsend. An absolute godsend Go and buy whatever you nee 
to take good clear photographs.’ 

‘What of?’ asked Blott Lady Maud hesitated Oh well he 
would have to know sooner or later. She took the plunge. Hun 
in bed with another woman.’ 

‘Him?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

It was Blott’s turn to beam now. ‘We’ll need flash and a 
wide-angle lens.’ They went back into the shop and came out 
with a second-hand Leica, an enlarger, a developmg tank, an 
electromc flash, and everything they needed. As they drove 
back to Handyman Hall Blott was in his seventh heaven. 

Dundridge.on the other hand, was in the other place The gul at 
the switchboard had phoned himas soon as Lady Maud had left 
Lady Maud s been,’ she told him ‘She left a message 
for you.’ 

Oh yes, said Dundridge. ‘I hope you didn’t tell her where I 
was ’ 


•No, I didn't,- said the girl. -She's a horrid old bag isn’t she? I 
•wouldn t wish her on my worst enemy.- 

messi^" agreed. 'What was the 


m-flnTiQ ^^udridge that I have a number of ph< 

fvie^made^e* ’ » particulat intere 

«e. Hu^ Hu^o r f “?•' 

there wasno rep, y.sHa;;t^,fXtt;vr“ ^ou there? 
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In his flat Dundridge sat in a state of shoch. He still clutched 
the phone but he was no longer listening His thoughts were 
concentrated on one terrible fact, Ladj' Maud had those ghastly 
photographs She could destroy him. There was nothing he 
could do about it. She w'ould use them if the motorway w^nt 
ahead and there was absolutely no w'ay he could stop it now. 
The fucking bitch had arranged the ^vhole thing. First the 
photographs, then the bribe, and finally the attempt to murder 
him The woman was insane. There could be no doubt about it 
now. Dundridge put down the phone and tried desperately to 
think what to do. He couldn’t even go to the police. In the first 
place they would never believe him. Lady Maud was a Justice of 
the Peace, a respected figure in the community and what had 
that Miss Boles told him? ‘We’ll know if you tell the police. 
We’ve had customers in the police ’ And in any case he had no 
proof that she was involved. Only the word of the girl at the 
Planning Board and Lady Maud would claim she had been talk- 
ing about photographs of the Hall or something hke that He 
needed proof but above all he needed legal advice. A good 
lawyer. 

He picked up the telephone directory and looked in the 
yellow pages under Sohators. ‘Ganghon, Turnbull and Shnne ’ 
Hundndge dialled and asked to speak to Mr Ganglion. Mr 
Ganghon would see him in the mommg at ten o’clock. Dun- 
dndge spent the evemng and most of the night pacing his room 
in an agony of doubt and suspense. Several tunes he picked up 
the phone to call Lady Maud only to put it down again. There 
nothing he could say to her that would have the slightest 
effect and he dreaded what she would have to say to him 
Towards dawn he fell mto a restless sleep and awoke exhausted 
at seven. 

At Handyman Hall Lady Maud and Blott slept fitfully too; Blott 
because he was kept awake by the rumble of lomes through 
the arch; Lady Maud because she was supermtendmg the 
'vhole operation and explaining where she wanted thmgs put 
Your men can sleep in the servants’ quarters,’ she told the 
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manager. *I shall be away for a week. Here is the key to the 

When she finally got tobed in the early hours Handyman Hall 
had assumed the aspect of a construction camp. , 

mixers, posts, lorries, fencing wire, bags of cement and 
were arranged in the park and work had already begun y , 
light of lamps and a portable generator. 

, She lay in bed listening to the voices and the rumble o t 
machines and was well satisfied. When money was no o jcc 
you could still get things done quickly even in England Money 
no object,’ she thought and smiled to herself at the oddity o 
the phrase She would have to do something about money 
before very long She would think about it in the morning 
At seven she was up and had breakfasted. Through the 
window of the kitchen she was pleased to note that severa 
concrete posts had already been installed and that a strange 
machine that looked like a giant corkscrew was boring holes 
for some more She went along to the study and spent an hour 
going through Sir Giles’ filing-cabinets She paid particular at- 
tention to a file marked Investments and took down the details 
of his shareholdings and the correspondence with his stock 
broker. Then she went carefully through his personal 
spondence, but there was no indication to be found there o 
any mistress with a penchant for whips and handcuffs. 

At nine she signed the contract and went up to her room tu 
pack and at ten she and Blott. now dressed in his pinstripe suit 
and wearing a blue polka-dot tie, drove off in the Land-Rover 
for Hereford and the train to London Behind them m the study 
the phone was off the stand There would be no phone calls to 
Handyman Hall from Sir Giles. 


Dundndge amved promptly at the offices of Ganglion. Turnbuf 
^ni-pr Waiting for ten minutes He sat in ar 

^nnrtinp bnefcase and Idoking miserably at th< 

i<;ticated morfp didn’t suggest the soph 

of his that he felt an understandmi 

- ot bis parucular case required Nor did Mr Ganglion; whe 
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finally deigned to see him. He was an elderly man with gold- 
rimmed glasses over which he looked at Dundridge critically. 
Dundndge sat down in front of his desk and tried to think how 
to begm. 

‘And what did you wish to consult me about, Mr Dun- 
dridge?’ Mr Ganglion enquired. ‘I think you should know in 
advance that if this has anything to do with the motonvay we 
are not prepared to handle it’ 

Dundridge shook his head. ‘It hasn’t got an5thing to dojwith 
the motonvay. well not exactly,’ he said. ‘The thing is that I’m 
being blackmailed.* 

Mr Ganglion put the tips of his fingers together and tapped 
them. ‘Blackmailed? Indeed. An unusual crime in this part of 
the world. I can’t remember when we last had a case of black- 
mail. Still it does make a change, I must say. Yes, blackmail. 
You interest me, Mr Dundridge. Do go on.’ 

Dundridge swallowed nervously. He hadn’t come to interest 
Mr Ganghon or at least not in the way his smile suggested. ‘It’s 
hke this,* he said. ‘I went to a party at the Golf Club and I met 
this girl .. .* 

*A girl, eh?’ said Mr Ganglion and drew his chair up to the 
desk. ‘An attractive girl I daresay.* 

‘Yes,’ said Dundridge. 

‘And you went home with her, I suppose,’ said Mr Ganghon, 
his eyes alight with a very genuine interest now, 

‘No,’ said Dundndge. ‘At least I don’t think so.’ 

‘You don’t think so?* said Mr Ganghon ‘Surely you know 
what you did?’ 

‘That’s the whole point,* Dundridge said, ‘I don’t know what 
I did.’ He stopped. He did know what he had done. The photo- 
graphs proclaimed his actions all too clearly. ‘WeU actually . . . 

I know what I did and all that . . .’ 

Yes,’ Mr Ganglion said encouragingly. 

‘The thmg is I don’t know where I did it.* 

In a field perhaps?’ 

Dundndge shook his head. ‘Not in a field.* 

‘In the back of a car?* 
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‘No; said Dundridge. ‘The thing is that I was unconsdous.* 
‘Were you really? Extraordinary. Unconsdous? 

‘You see, I had a Campari before we left. It tasted bitter ut 

then Campari does, doesn’t it?’ 

‘I have no idea,’ said Mr Ganglion, ‘what Campari tastes e 

but I’ll take your word for it.’ , 

‘Very bitter,* said Dundridge, ‘and we got into the car an 

that’s the last thing I remember.' 

‘How very unfortunate,* said Mr Ganglion, clearly disap' 
pointed that he wasn’t going to hear the more intimate detai s 
of the encounter. , 

‘The next thing I knew I was sitting in my car in a lay-by. 
*A lay-by Very appropriate And what happened next?’ 
Dundridge shifted nervously in his chair. This was the pmt 


he had been dreading ‘I got some photographs ’ ^ 

Mr Ganglion’s flagging interest revived immediately. 
you really? Splendid. Photographs indeed.* 

And a demand for a thousand pounds.’ 

‘A thousand pounds? Did you pay it?’ 

‘No,’ said Dundridge ‘No I didn’t.’ 

‘You mean they weren’t worth it?* * 

Dundndge chewed his hp ‘I don’t know what they’re worth, 
he muttered bitterly. 

‘Then you ve still got them,’ said Mr Ganghon. ‘Good Good. 
Well I’ll soon tell you what I think of them.’ 

I d rather . . Dundridge began but Mr Ganghon msisted. 

‘The ewdence,’ he said, ‘let’s have a look at the evidence of 
blackmail Most important ’ 

^ey’re pretty awful,’ said Dundridge. 

Bound to he; said Mr Ganghon. ‘for a thousand pounds 
they must be quite revoltmg.’ 

Dundndge. Encouraged by Mr Ganglion’s 
envelope °P^"ed his bnefcase and took out the 

scions at the remember I was uncon- 


tie reached out and took the envelopt 
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opened it ‘Good God,* lie muttered as he looked at the first 
one. Dundridge sqmnned m his chair and stared at the ceiling, 
and listened while Mr Ganglion thumbed through the photo- 
graphs, grunting in an ecstasy of disgust and astomshment. 

‘Well?’ he asked when Mr Ganglion sat back exhausted in 
his chau:. The solicitor was staring at him mcredulously. 

‘A thousand pounds? Is that reaUy all they asked?’ he said. 
Dundridge nodded. ‘Well, all I can say is that you got off 
damned hghtly.’ 

‘But I didn’t pay.’ Dundridge reminded him. Mr Ganghon 
goggled at him 

‘You didn’t? You mean to tell me you baulked at a mere 
thousand pounds after having — * he stopped at a loss for 
words while his finger wavered over a particularly revolting 
photograph 

‘I couldn’t,’ said Dundridge feeling hard done by. 

‘Couldn’t?’ 

“They never called me back. I had one phone call and I’ve 
been waiting for another.’ 

*I see,* said Mr Ganghon. He looked back at the photograph. 
‘And you’ve no idea who this remarkable woman is?* 

‘None at all. I only met her the once.’ 

‘Once is enough by the look of thmgs,’ Mr Ganghon said. 
‘And no more phone calls? No letters?’ 

‘Not until last night,’ said Dundridge, ‘and then I got a mess- 
age from the girl at the desk at the Regional Planning Board. 

‘The girl at the desk at the Regional Planning Board, said Mr 
Ganghon, eagerly reaching for a pencil^ ‘And what s her name? 

'She’s got nothing to do with it,’ Dundndge said, ‘she was 
Simply phoning to give me the message. It said Lady Maud 
Tynchwood had called and wanted me to know that she had 
some photographs of particular mterest to me . . .’ He stopped. 
Mr Ganghon had half-risen from his seat and was glaring at 
bim furiously. 

‘Lady Maud?’ he yelled. ‘You come m here with this set of 
file most revolting photographs I’ve ever set eyes on and have 
audaaty to tell me that Lady Maud Lynchwood has some- 
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thing to do with them My God. sir. I’ve half a mind to horse- 
whip you Lady Maud Lynchwood is one of our most rcspectc 
chents, a dear sweet lady, a woman of the highest virtues, a 
member of one of the best families . . He fell back into is 
chair, speechless. 

‘But—’ Dundridge began. 

‘But me no buts,’' said Mr Ganglion, trembling rvith rage, t 
out of my office. If I have one more word out of you, sir, I s la 
institute proceedings for slander immediately. Do you 
me? One more word here or anywhere else. One breatn 
rumour from you and I won’t hesitate, do you hear me? 

Dundndge could still hear him fulminating as he dashe 
downstairs and into the street clutching his briefcase It was 
only when he got back to his apartment that he reahzed he ha 
left his photographs on Mr Ganglion’s desk They could stay 
there for all he cared. He wasn’t going back for the beas y 
things. 

Behind him Mr Ganglion simmered down. On the desk ia 
front of him Dundridge and the masked woman lay frozen m 
two-dimensional contortions. Mr Ganglion adjusted his hi 
focals and studied them with interest Then he put the photo- 
graphs mto the envelope and the envelope into his safe The 
good name of the Handymans was safe with him Mind yon. 
come to think of it, he wouldn’t put anything past her. Remar 
able woman. Maud, quite remarkable. 


* 

By the time they reached London Lady Maud bad explainer 
Blott’s new duties to hun 

' Tou will hire a taxi and wait outside his flat until he come 
out an t en you will follow him wherever he goes. Particular! 
in t e eyemi^ I want to know where he spends his mghts If h 
fup 1 ^ ^ make a note c 

h,^nc" uf of you-’ Sho studie 

ognizable anywa,’ ptacacally unre( 
h J y ^btiU, It was best to be carefuh She woul 
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buy him a boulci: at Harrods 'If you sec him 'voman 

foLv them wherever they go and tf they separate follovv the 
uoman. We have got to find out who she is and where she 

''' ‘And then we break in and take the photographs o£ them? 

■Certainly not.’ said tady Maud ‘When we find out who the 

^\oman is we’ll decide what %ve re going to o 

They took a taxi lo an hotel in Kensington, stopping on the 
wa^to buy Biotas bowler, and at five o’clock Blott was sitting 

in a taxi outside Sir Giles’ flat in Victoria. dnver 

•I suppose you know what you’re doing, ®^>^he drive 
when they had been sitting there for an hour to ^ 

tunning. This is costing you a packet Blott, He was 

pounds in his pocket, said he knew what he d°^, ® ^ 

enjoying himself watching the traffic go y ® Bntain the 
pede^ans. He was in London, the capital f Great 

heart of what had been the world sgreates ’ g^d 

those great Kings and Queens he ha tea so what 

all the romance in Blott’s nature t^led at the W 

.*.d ‘,1 

out and drove across to St jonn ^ _ imncp 'whde 

behind. He parked in Elm Road an wen m ^gggd the 

Blott stared out of the taxi and noticed that he Pt^d to 
second bell. As soon as Sn Giles had gone msi , 
and walked across to road and took a no 

doorbeU.Itread Mrs Forthby. Blott went back to to taH_ 

•Mrs Forthby. Mrs Forthby.’ “oltrun “n to 

ported to her. ’Elm Road.’ She looked Bo«hby “P 'n to 

telephone directory. That’s very clever o y 

clever indeed. And you say he linger He said it 

No. But the taxi-dnver wouldn t wait any lo g 

was time for his supper.* 
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‘Never mind. You’ve done very well. Now the only t mg o 
do IS to find out what sort of woman she is. 1 would like to ge 
to know Mrs Forthby a little better. I wonder how I can o 
that.’ 

‘I can follow her,’ said Blott. j ‘a d 

‘I don’t see what good that would do.’ said Lady Maud ^ 
m any case how would you know her to follow?’ 

‘She’s the only woman living in the house, Blott sai 
‘There’s a Mr Sykes on the top floor and a Mr Billington on t e 
ground floor ’ 

‘Excellent,’ said Lady Maud ‘You are an observant man ow 
then how can 1 get to know her? There must be some way 
arranging a meeting.’ ^ , 

‘I could,’ said Blott, adopting the voice of Sir Giles, ring 
up and pretend I was him and ask her to meet me somew et 

• • « llG S3^ici - - V 

Lady Maud gazed at him ‘Of course Oh Blott what wou ^ 
do without you?’ Blott blushed ‘But no, that wouldn’t do, 
Lady Maud continued ‘She would tell him I’ll have to thmk ot 
something else.’ 

Blott went up to his room and went to bed He was tired an 
very hungry but these little inconveniences counted for nothing 
beside the knowledge that Lady Maud was pleased with him- 
Blott fell asleep blissfully happy. 

So did Lady Maud, though her happiness was more practica 
and centred on the solution to a problem that had been worry 
mg her Money The fence for the Wildlife Park was going to 
cost at least thirty thousand pounds and the animals she ha 
ordered came to another twenty Fifty thousand pounds was a 
lot of money to pay to save the Hall and besides there was no 
guarantee that it would work If anybody should be paying it 
was Giles, who was responsible for the whole wretched 
business And she had found a way of makmg him pay. She 
would rum him yet ° , 

Next morning at eight o’clock she and Blott werd sitting in n 
taxi at the end of Elm Road. At mne they saw Sir Giles leave 


lady Maud paid tlie taxi-driver and ■with Blott at her heels 
strode do'wn to number six. 

‘Now remember what to say,’ Lady Maud told Blott as she 
pressed the bell. There was a buzz. 

‘Who is it?’ Mrs Forthby asked. 

‘It’s me. I’ve left my car keys,* said Blott in the accents of Sir 
Giles. 

‘And I thought I was the forgetful one,’ said Mrs Forthby. 

The door opened Blott and Lady Maud went upstairs. Mrs 
Forthby opened the door of her flat She was dressed in a 
housecoat and was holdmg a yellow duster. 

‘Good morning,’ said Lady Maud and walked past her into 
the flat. 

‘But I thought . . .’ Mrs Forthby began. 

‘Do let me introduce myself,’ said Lady Maud. ‘I am Lady 
Maud L)Tichwood and you must be Mrs Forthby.’ She took Mrs 
Forthby’s hand. T’ve been looking forward to meeting you. 
Giles has told me so much about you.’ 

‘Oh dear,’ said Mrs Forthby. ‘How frightfully embarrassing.* 
Behind her Blott closed the door. Lady Maud took stock of the 
furniture, including Mrs Forthby in the process, and then sat 
down in an armchair. 

‘Quite the little love nest.’ she said finally. Mrs Forthby 
stood plumply m front of her wrmging the duster. 

‘Oh this is awful,’ she said, ‘simply awfuL’ 

‘Nonsense. It’s nothing of the sort. And do stop twisting that 
duster. You make me nervous.’ 

‘Fm so sorry,’ said Mrs Forthby. ‘It’s just that I feel . . . well 
• • . just that I owe you an apology.’ 

‘An apology? What on earth for?* said Lady Maud 
‘Well ... you know . . .’ Mrs For±by shook her head help- 
lessly 

‘If you imagme for one moment that I have anything against 
you, you’re mightily mistaken. As far as I am concerned you 
have been a positive godsend ’ 

‘A godsend?’ Mrs Forthby mumbled and sat down on the 
sofa 
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‘of course,’ said Lady Maud. ‘I have always found my hus- 
band a positively disgusting man with the very vilest of per- 
sonal habits. The fact that you appear to be prepared, 
presumably out of the goodness of your heart, to satisfy his 
obscene requirements leaves me very much in your debt 
‘It does?’ said Mrs Forthby, her world being stood on its head 
by this extraordinary woman who sat in her armchair and ad- 
dressed her in her own flat as if she were a servant. 

‘Very much so,’ Lady Maud continued ‘And where do these 
absurdities take place? In the bedroom I suppose.’ Mrs Forthby 
nodded Blott, have a look in the bedroom.’ 

Yes. ma’am,’ said Blott and went through first one door and 
then another Mrs Forthby sat and stared at Lady Maud, hyp- 
notized 

Now then, you and I are going to have a little chat. Lady 
Maud continued ‘You seem to be a sensible sort of woman 'vith 
a head on your shoulders I’m sure we can come to some mutu- 
ally advantageous arrangement.’ 

‘Arrangement?’ 

Yes, said Lady Maud, ‘arrangement Tell me, have you ever 
been a co-respondent in a divorce case?’ 

‘No. never,’ said Mrs Forthby 

’ Well my dear,’ Lady Maud went on, ‘unless you are prepared 
to do exactly what I tell you down to the finest detail I’m afraid 
you are going to find yourself involved in quite the most sordid 
ivMce case this country has seen for a very long time ’ 

1.1 Forthby whunpered, ‘how simply awful Wh^t 

would Cedne think of me?’ 

‘Cedric?’ 


dear would be abltotel'^h 

funous He’d never speak to : 

‘Well we have to be, 

Lady M^Ird’tre'I'lfr T1 "Z'’ ’’ 

what I say First of all i Z ^^^o^^tely no need to if you 
to do ’ ^ ^ what Giles hkes y 


Well ... Mrs Forthby began only to be mterrupted by 



who emerged {torn the bedroom with the Miss Dracula. the 
Cruel Mistress, costume. 

‘I found this,’ he announced. ^ ^ 

^Oh dear, how frightfully embarrassing, said J°r Aby. 

‘Not half as embarrassing, my dear, as it vnl 
produce that in court as an exhibit. Now then, the detai . 

Mrs Forthby got up. ‘It’s all written down, she said H 
writes It all down for me. You see I m tern y orge ^ 
tend to get things wrong. I’ll get you the game P ^ 
through to the bedroom and returned with a notebook. It all 

*'udy Maud took the book 

were you last night?’ she asked final y. ss ^ 

Wicked Nurse, or Sister Flonnda, the Nymp^ » che tit 

Mrs Forthby blushed ‘Doris, the Schoolgirl Sexpot, she tit- 

'“Sdy Maud looked at her CSe'’rOT 

a truly remarkable imagmation,’ she sard, -but I ^ 

style rather limited And what ate you going o . , 

•Oh he doesn't come tonight. He's had to go « 
a business conference. He’s coming agam the day after 

tomorrow That’s Nanny Whip’s night. 

Udy Maud put the book down. Now ^ 
rangeient she said 'in return for your co-op«aPon I tmU 
settle for a divorce on the grounds of mcompatibib^. tt«e 
tviU be no mention of you at ali and Gte need toow 

nothing about the help you have given me. Ali y 

is to go out for a httle while on Thursday mght so that I can 

have a httle chat with him.’ . 

Mrs Forthby hesitated. ‘He’ll be a;vfuUy cross ^be ^ 

‘With me,’ Lady Maud assured her. ^ ^ 

about you by the time I’ve had my say. He 11 have other thing 

wrft do anything nasty to him. will 
Forthby. T -wouldn’t want him to be hurt or anyt g. 

he’snotverymcebutl’mrealiy quitefondofhim. 

‘I won’t touch him.’ Lady Maud sard. ‘I give you my word of 



honour I won’t so much as lift a little finger to him And let me 
say I think your feelings do you great credit ’ 

Mrs Forthby began to weep. ‘You’re very kind,’ she said. 
Lady Maud stood up. 'Not at all,’ she said truthfully And 
now if you’ll be so good as to give me the key of the flat Til 
send Blott to get a duplicate cut.’ 

By the time they left the flat Mrs Forthby was feeling better. 
'It’s been so nice meeting you and getting things straightened 
out,’ she said. 'It’s taken a great weight off my mind. I do h 3 te 
deception so.* 

Quite, said Lady Maud ‘Unfortunately men seem to live^in 
a fantasy world and as the weaker sex we have to follow suit. 

That s what I keep telling myself,’ Mrs Forthby said. Felicia, 
I say, you may find it peculiar but if it makes him happy 
can t afford to be choosey,’ 

My sentiments exactly,’ said Lady Maud She and Blott went 
downstairs They took a taxi across London to Sir Giles’ flat tn 
Victoria. On the way Lady Maud coached Blott in his new role. 



Dundridge asserted himself Now that he came to 
r ^ could see that he had been wise to visit Mr 

fit f u ^^ri’s reaction might have been violent but 
«?olicitor wii genuine and served to indicate that the 

attemnt bv ° ’Respectable to be a party to a blackmail 

might be And^iu ^ ’RR^’ents no matter how mfluential she 

coLletlidy^udT®'‘°K““'‘‘ 

had accused ^her of l^^ndndge had visited him an 

unprofessional to Lh 

could keep silent ^ 

strong position if Can Dundndge was in a fairly 

dare to repeat her thra 1° r/f 

threat, if he kept silent . . . Dundndge con- 
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sidered the most likely consequence. There would he another 
message from her. Dundndge got up and went out and bought 
himself a tape recorder The next time he visited Mr Ganglion 
he would tape evidence, solid evidence that Lady Maud was 
involved That was the thmg to do 
Having arrived at that conclusion he felt better. He had 
spiked the bitch’s guns Operation Overland could proceed. He 
wentround to the Regional Planning Board and sentfor Hoskins 
‘We are going ahead/ he told him. 

Of course we are/ said Hoskins. ‘Work has already started 
at Bunnington.* 

‘Never mind that,* said Dundndge, ‘I want a task force to 
begin work in the Gorge.’ 

Hoskins consulted his schedule. ‘We’re not due there until 
October/ 

*I know that but all the same I want work to begin there at 
once Just a token force, you understand/ 

‘At Handyman Hall? A token force?’ 

'Not at the Hall In the Gorge itself,’ said Dundndge. 

‘But we haven’t even served a compulsory purchase order on 
the Lynchwoods yet,' Hoskins protested. 

‘In that case it is about time we did I want orders out to 
hhss Peraval. General Burnett, and the Lynchwoods at once. 
We’ve got to bnng pressure to bear on them as quickly as 
possible. Do you understand?’ 

‘Well, 1 understand that.’ said Hoskins who was beginning to 
resent Dundridge’s authontarian manner, ‘but quite frankly I 
^n't see what all the hurry is about ’ 

‘You wouldn’t.’ said Dundndge, ‘but I’m tellmg you to do it 
get It done. In any case we don’t need a compulsory pur- 
ehase order for the entrance to the Gorge. It’s common land. 
I-Iove men in there tomorrow.’ 

‘And what the hell do you expect them to do? Storm the 
bloody Hall under cover of darkness?* 

‘Hoskms/ said Dundridge, ‘I’m getting a httle tired of your 
^3rcasm You seem to forget that I am Controller Motonvays 
khdlands and what I say goes.’ 

•-botl-o 
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•Oh all right.' said Hoskins. 'Just ” *f<jo 

goes wrong you’ll have to take the can back. W y 

the task force to do?’ ‘Tt here 

Dundridge looked at the plans for construe , j -jw 
that the cliffs have to be cleared and the Gorge wi 
can start work on that ’ 

‘That means dynanuting,’ Hoskins pointed out. on 

‘ExcellenC said Dundridge, ‘that ought to serve 
the old bag that we mean business.’ t,<,Wvhe 

‘It will do that all right,* said Hoskins. She pto 
round here like a flash.’ ^ 

‘And I shall be only too glad to see her. Dun n » 
Hoskins went back to his office puzzled. The more 
Controller Motorways Midlands the odder he ke this/ 

‘I never thought he would stand up to Lady Mau 
he muttered. ‘Well, better him than me ’ 

In his office Dundndge smiled to himself Dynaim e. 
was just the thing to bnng Lady Maud rushing into the P 
had set He took the tape recorder out of his bnefcas 
tested It. The thmg worked perfectly. 


In Sir Giles’ flat in Victoria, Lady Maud and Blott sat ^ 
by the desk. In front of her were the details of Sir Giles sh 
holdmgs. In front of Blott the telephone and the script ot 
part. 

‘Ready 5* said Lady Maud. 

Ready,’ said Blott and dialled. 

Schaeffer, Blodger and Vaizey,* said the girl at the sto 
brokers. 

‘Mr Blodger please,’ said Blott. , . 

‘Sir Giles Lynchwood on the line for you, Mr Blodger, n 
heard the girl say. 

h^chwood,’ said Blodger, ‘good morning.* ^ 

Good morning Blodger.’ said Blott. ‘Now then, I want to s 

^ thousand President Rand One 

j ICM Ten thousand Rio Pmto. All my 

and Copper , . / 


At the other end of the line there was a choking 
Blodger was e\idently having some difficulty coming ^ 
wth Sir Giles’ orders. *I say. Lynchwood/ he muttered, are you 

‘AH right? What the devil do you mean? Of course I m all 

•it's lUst that . . . well , . . I mean the market s rock bottom 
just at the moment. Wouldn’t it be better to wait ... 

■Usten Blodger,’ said Blott, ’I know what I m j 

1 say seli I mean seli. And d you’ll take my advice you 11 get out 

now too.’ 

*¥00 really thinh . . Mr Blodger began. 

Think?’ said Blott. ’1 know. Now then see what you can g 
and can me back. I’ll be here at the flat for the next ty 
minutes.* 

‘Well if you say so,* said Mr Blodger. 

Blott put the phone down. 

’Erilbant. Blott. absolutely brilbant. ^ f ™ ^ 

thought it was Giles talking.' said Lady Maud Well th 
should put the cat among the pigeons Or t e “ 8 

bears. Now, when he calls back give him the second list. 

At the offices o£ Schaeffer. Blodger and Vaizey there was con- 
stemaaon Blodger consulted Schaeffer and together they sent 

he’s gone out o£ his mind or he knows sometWng,’ 
shouted Blodger. ‘He’s dropping eighty thousand on the Presi 

dent Rand ’ , i 

•What about Rio Pinto?’ Schaeffer yelled. ‘He bought m at 

twenty-five and he’s selling at ten. ...oW 

‘He’s usually nght,’ said Vaizey. In all the years we 

handled his account he hasn’t put a foot wrong 

‘A foot! He’s putting his whole damned body wrong if you 

ask me.’ 

‘Unless he knows something.' said Vaizey. ^ 

They looked at one another. ’He must know something, said 

Schaeffer. 
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•Do you want to speak to him?* asked Blodger. i 
Schaeffer shook bs head. 'My nerves couldn’t stand it. n 

muttered. , 

Blodger picked up tlic phone ‘Get me Sir Giles Lync w . 
he told the girl on the switchboard. 'No, come to thin o i 
don’L rU use the outside line.’ He dialled Sit Giles nura^ 

Ten minutes later he staggered through to Schaeffer s o 
whitefaced. 

'He wants out,’ he said and slumped into a chair. 

‘Out?’ 

Everything The whole damned lot. And today. He o 
somethmg all nght.* 

‘Well,’ said Lady Maud, ‘that’s taken care of that. ^ 
better spend another hour or two here m case they phone 
It’s a great pity we can’t do the same thing with some o 
property. Still, there’s no point in overdoing things. 

At two o’clock Blodger phoned agam to say that Sir i 
instructions had been carried out 

Good,’ said Blott. ‘Send the transfers round tomorrow, 
going to Paris overmght. And by the way, I want the money 
transferred to my current account at Westlands m Worford. 

Sir Giles returned from Plymouth the following afternoon by 
car. He was in a good humour. The conference had gone we 
and he was lookmg forward to an evemng with Nanny Whip- 
He went to his flat, had a bath, dined m a restaurant nnd drove 

Forthhy already dressed for the 

‘Now then y'ou naughty boy,’ she said with just that touch 
'^lotlf^^ menace he found most affectmg, ‘off with yonr 

‘No, no,* said Sir Giles. 

Yes, yes, said Nanny Whip 

‘No, no ’ 

‘Yes, yes.' 

Siz Gdes succumbed to the aUure of her apron It smelt of 
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childhood Nanny Whip’s breath, on the other hand, suggested 
-something more mature but Sir Giles was too intoxicated with 
her insistence that he behave himself while she fixed his nappy 
that he took no notice. It was only when he was finally 
strapped down and was having his bonnet adjusted that he 
caught a full whiff It was brandy. 

‘You've been drinking,’ he spluttered 

‘Yes, yes,’ said Mrs Forthby and stuffed a dummy into his 
mouth Sir Giles stared up at her incredulously. Mrs Forthby 
never drank. The bloody woman was a teetotaller. It was one of 
the things he liked about her She didn’t cost much to enter- 
tain She might be absent-minded but she was ... My God, if 
she was absent-minded sober what the hell was she going to be 
bke drunk? Sir Giles withed on the bed and realized that he 
was tied down rather more firmly than he had expected. Nanny 
Whip had excelled herself. He could hardly move. 

‘rm just going to pop dotvnstairs for some fish fingers,’ she 
said, ‘l won’t be a moment.’ 

Sir Giles stared hvidly at her while she took off her cap and 
put on a coat over her costume What in God’s name did the 
bloody woman want with fish fingers at this time of night? A 
moment? Sir Giles knew her moments. He was hable to be left 
strapped up in baby clothes and with a dummy in his mouth 
^util the small hours while she went to some fucking concert. 
Sir Giles gnawed frantically at the dummy but the damned 
^mg was tied on too tightly. 

Now you be a good boy while I’m away,’ said Nanny Whip, 
3nd don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. Ta, ta.’ 

She went out and shut the door Sir Giles subsided. There 
no point in worrying now. He might as well enjoy his 
^Potence while he could. There would probably be plenty of 
^6 later on for genuine concern. With the necessarily silent 
prayer that she hadn’t been given tickets for the Ring Cycle he 
settled down to be Naughty Boy and he was j'ust beginning to 
get into the role when the front doorbell rang Sir Giles as- 
^med an even greater rigidity. A moment later he was 

Petrified. 


‘Is anyone at home?’ a voice called. Sir Giles knew that 
voice. It was the voice of hell itself. It was Lady Maud. 

‘Oh well, the key’s in the door/ he heard her say, so we 
might as well go in and wait/ 

On the bed Sir Giles had palpitations The thought of being 
discovered in this ghastly position by Lady Maud was bad 
enough but the fact that she had somebody with her was ut- 
terly appalling He could hear them moving about the next 
room If only they ivould stay there- And what the hell was 
Lady Maud doing there anjnvay? How on earth had she dis- 
covered about Mrs Forthby? And just at that moment the door 
opened and Lady Maud stood framed in it. 

‘Ah there you are/ she said cheerfully. ‘I had an idea we 
find you here. How very convenient ’ 

From under his frilled bonnet Sir Giles peered up at her 
venomously, his face the colour of the sheet on which he was 
lying and his legs jerking convulsively in the air. Convenient! 
Convementl The fucking woman was out of her nund The next 
moment he was certain of it. 

You can come m, Blott/ she said, ‘Giles won’t mind ’ Blott 
came mto the room He was carrymg a camera and a flash gun. 

‘And now,’ said Lady Maud, ‘we’re gomg to have a httle 
chat ’ 
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‘What about the pictures?’ said Blott. ‘Shouldn’t we 
them first?’ 

Do you think he would prefer the pictures fihst?’ she asked, 
ott no ed his head vigorously while Sir Giles shook his For 
^ uunutes Blott went round the room taking photo- 

graphs from every conceivable angle. Then he changed the film 

w That wiU do for now.’ he announced 

finally. We should have enough.’ 

beside the bed' “P ® 
about vour futn 

bent over and took oat the 

■Don’t touch u>e.’s,oealed Sir Gtles. 
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‘I have no intention of touching you,’ said Lady Maud with 
mdent disgust. ‘It has been one of the few compensations for 
our wholly unsatisfactor>' mamage tliat I don’t have to. I am 
simply here to arrange terms.’ 

‘Terms? What terms?’ squawked Sir Giles Lady Maud rum- 
maged in her handbag. 

‘The terms of our divorce,’ she said and produced a docu- 
ment ‘You will simply append your signature here.’ 

Sir Giles stared up at it blankly. ‘I need my readmg-glasses, 
he muttered. 

Lady Maud perched them on liis nose. Sir Giles read the 
document 'You expect me to sign that?’ he yelled. 'You really 
think I’m going to— ’ 

Lady Maud replaced the dummy. ‘You unspeakable creature, 
she snarled, ‘you’ll sign this document if it’s the last thmg you 
do. And this.’ She waved another piece of paper m front of hun. 
‘And this ’ Another. ‘And this.’ 

On the bed Sir Giles struggled with the straps convulsively. 
Nothing on God’s earth would make him sign a document that 
"Was an open confession that he had made a habit of deceiving 
his lawful wife, had denied her her conjugal rights, had com- 
mitted adultery on countless occasions and had subjected her 
for six years to mental and physical cruelty. Lady Maud read 
his thoughts. 

‘In return for your signature I will not distribute copies of 
the photographs we have just taken to the Prime Minister, the 
Chief Whip, the members of your constituency party or the 
press You ivill sign that document, Giles, and you will see that 
the motorway is stopped withm a month. A month, do you 
hear me? Those are my terms. What do you say to that? She 
removed the dummy. 

‘You filthy bitch.’ 

‘Quite,’ said Lady Maud, ‘so you agree to sign? ’ 

I do riot,’ screamed Sir Giles and was promptly silenced. 

I don’t know if you know your Shakespeare, she said, but 
m Edward the Second . . .’ 
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Sir Giles didn't know his Marlowe either hut he did know 

about Edward the Second. ^ vit-rTipn and see if yo^ 

‘Blott,’ said Lady Maud, go into the latch 

can find— ’ He would siga 

But already Sir Giles was nodding his head. W 

™\^e Blott untied his tight hand 

pen out of her handbag. -Hete,' she said poinMg 

U. Sir Giles signed 'Hete,' and 'Here. Sir 

signed. When he had finished Blott witnessed his sig 

Then he was tied down again. ^mrpedings foe 

‘Good,* said Lady Maud. ‘I will institute p 
divorce at once and you will stop the motonvay o 
consequences And don’t you dare to set foot on my 
again. I will have your things sent down to you. 

the dummy. ‘Have you anything to say ? ’ ^ rantee to 

‘If I do manage to stop the motorway will you gua 

let me have the photographs and negatives back? 

‘Of course,’ said Lady Maud, *we Handymans stuffed 

faults, but breakmg our promises isn’t one of them. ^ ^ 
the dummy back mto his mouth and tied it behmd ^ 

Then, havmg removed his glasses, she adjusted his bonne 
left the room. _ ' 

On the staircase they met Mrs Forthby in a dither, 
didn’t do anything horrid, did you ?’ she asked. 

‘Of course not,’ Lady Maud assured her, ‘just got him to si 
a document consenting to divorce.’ ^ ^ 

‘Oh dear, I do hope he isn’t too cross. He gets into su 
terrible tantrums.’ , 

‘Come, come, Nanny Whip, be your true self,* said La J 


Maud. ‘You must be firm.’ 

‘Yes, you’re quite nght,* said Mrs Forthby. ‘But it’s very 
difficult It s not in my nature to be unkmd ’ 

'And before I forget, here’s a httle honoranum for your as- 
sistance Lady Maud produced a cheque from her bag but Mrs 
Forthby shook her head , 

I may be a silly woman and not very nice but I do have my 



standards,* she said. ‘And besides I’d probably forget to cash 
it.’ She went upstairs a little wistfully. 

* 

*That woman,* said Lady Maud as they drove to Paddington to 
catch the train to Worford, ‘is far too good for Giles. She de- 
serves something better.* On the way they stopped to post the 
share transfers to Messrs Schaeffer, Blodger and Vaizey. 


20 

hy the time they reached Hand 3 'man Hall it was two o’clock in 
the morning but the park was well lit. Under the floodlights 
tnen were busily engaged in erecting the fencing posts and 
already one side of the park W’as fenced in. Lady Maud drove 
round to have a look and congratulated Mr Firkm, the man- 
ager, on the progress. 

Tm afraid you're going to have to pay the bonus,’ he told 
‘At this rate we’ll be finished in ten days.’ 

‘Make it a week,’ said Lady Maud. ‘Money’s no problem.’ She 
'Vent into the house and up to bed well content Money was no 
object now. In the morning she would wthdraw every penny 
horn then: joint account at Westland Bank in Worford and 
deposit It in her own private account at the Northern Sir Giles 
Would scream blue murder but there was nothing he could do. 
^fe had signed the share transfer certificates if not of his own 
free will at least in circumstances which made it impossible for 
bim to argue otherwise. And besides she still held one card up 
her sleeve, the photographs of Dundndge. She would call on 
the httle goose and force him to admit that he had been black- 
niailed by Giles. Once she had proof of that there would be no 
<Iuestion of the motorway continuing She wouldn’t even have 
to bother with her own awful photographs Giles would be m 
3ail, his seat in Parliament empty, a bye-election, and the whole 
Wretched busmess finished. 
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whatever happened now she was safe and so was the ' 
‘Fight fire with fire,’ she thought and lay in bed considering e 
strange set of circumstances that had turned her from a p 
simple home-lovmg woman, a Justice of the Peace an a re 
spectable member of the commumty, into a blacbnailer ea 
ing in obscene photographs and extorting signatures un e 
threat of torture Evidently the blood of her ancestors ° ^ 
held the Gorge (by fair means and foul) against all comers s 
ran in her vems. 

‘You can’t make omelettes without breaking eggs, she mur 
mured, and fell asleep. 

In Mrs Forthby’s flat one of the eggs in question lay in his fiiWy 
boimet desperately trying to think of some way out of ^ 
predicaments and promising himself that he would mur e 
Nanny Fuckmg Whip as soon as he got free. Not that there 
seemed much chance of that before morning Nanny Whip was 
snoring loudly on the sofa in the sitting-room One look at it 
Giles’ suffused face had been enough to persuade her a 
Naughty Boy’s naughtmess had not diminished during her a 
sence. A pohcy of continued restramt seemed called for. Nanny 
Whip went into the kitchen and hit the bottle of cooking 
brandy. A drop will give me some Dutch courage,’ she thoug t 
and poured herself a large glass By the time she had finished it 
she had forgotten what she had been taking it for. ‘A little o 
what you fancy does you good,’ she murmured, and collapse 
on to the sofa 

A httle of what Sir Giles fancied wasn’t doing him any good 
at all Besides, eight hours wasn’t a httle. As the clock on the 
mantelpiece chimed the hours Sir Giles’ thoughts turned from 
murder to the more lund forms of slow torture and in between 
he tried to think what the hell to do about Maud. There didn t 
seern anything he could do short of applymg for the Chiltern 
Hun reds, resigning from all his clubs, realizing his assets and 
ta ing a quick trip to Brazil where the extradition laws didn t 
app i ^ then he wasn’t sure he had any assets to re- 
a izc. t a out four in the mormng it dawned on him that some 
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of those pieces of paper he had signed had looked remarkably 
like share transfer certificates. At the time he hadn t been in 
any shape to consider them at all carefully Not that he was in 
any better shape now but at least the threat of following 
Edward the Second to an agonizing death Had been removed. 
Finally exhausted by his ordeal he fell into a semi-coma, waking 
every now and then to consider new and more awful fates for 
that absent-minded old sot in the next room. 

Mrs Forthby woke with a hangover. She staggered off the 
sofa and ran a bath and it was only when she was drying herself 
that she remembered Sir Giles 

*Oh dear, he vnll be cross,’ she thought, and went through to 
the kitchen to make a pot of tea. She earned the tray through 
to the bedroom and put it down on the bedside table ‘Wakey, 
Wakey, nse and shine,* she said cheerfully and untied the 
straps. Sir Giles spat the dummy out of his mouth This was the 
moment he had been waiting twelve hours for but there was no 
rising and shimng for Sir Giles He slithered sideways off the 
bed and crawled towards Mrs Forthby like a crab with rheuma- 
toid arthntis, 

*No, no, you naughty boy,’ said Mrs Forthby horrified at his 
colour. She rushed out of the room and locked herself in the 
bathroom There was no need to hurry. Behind her Sir Giles 
Was stuck in the bedroom door and one of his legs had at- 
-tached itself mextncably to a standard lamp. 

• 

In his office at the Regional Planning Board the Controller 
Motorways Midlands was having second thoughts about his 
plan for proving that Lady Maud was a blackmailer. The 
Wretched woman had phoned the switchboard to say that she 
was coming m to Worford and wanted a word in pnvate with 
bim Dundridge could well understand her desire for privacy 
but he did not share it. He had seen more than enough of Lady 
Maud in pnvate and he had no intention of seeing any more. 
On the other hand she was hardly likely to threaten him with 
blackmail m front of a large audience. Dundndge paced up and 
down his office trying to find some way out of die quandary. In 
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the end he decided to use Hoskins as a bodyguard. He sent for 

linn* _ i-T rt- * Tip 

‘We've flushed the old cow out with that dynamiting, ne 
said. 

‘We’ve done what?’ said Hoskins. 

‘She’s coming to see me this mommg. I want you to be 


present.* , , 

Hoskins had his doubts. *I don’t know about that, ^ ne 

muttered. ‘And anyway, we haven’t started dynamiting yet. 
‘But the task force has moved in, hasn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, though I do wish you wouldn’t call it a task force All 

this mihtary jargon is getting on my nerves.’ 

‘Never mind that,’ said Dundridge. ‘The point is that she s 
coming. I want you to conceal yourself somewhere where you 
can hear what she has to say and make an appearance if she 
turns nasty,’ '' 

*Turns nasty?’ said Hoskins. ‘The bloody woman is nasty 
She doesn’t have to turn it.’ 

‘I mean if she becomes violent,* Dundridge explained ‘Now 
then, we’ve got to find somewhere for you to hide ’ He looked 
hopefully at a fihng cabinet but Hoskms was adamant. 

‘Why can’t I just sit m the comer?’ he asked. 


‘Because she wants to see me in private.’ 

‘Well then see her in private for God’s sake,’ said Hoskins 
‘She isn’t likely to assault you.’ 

‘That’s what you think,’ said Dundridge. ‘And in any case I 
want you as a witness. I have reason to beheve that she is going 


to make an attempt to blackmail me.* 

Blackmail you?’ said Hoskms turmng pale. He didn’t like 
that reason to beheve*. It smacked of a pohceman givmg evi- 
dence 


With photographs,’ said Dundridge 

With photographs?’ echoed Hoskins, now thoroughly 
alarmed 

Obscene photographs,* said Dundridge, with a deal more 
confidence than Hoskins happened to know was called for. 
‘What are you going to do?’ he asked. 





Tm going to tell het to go jump in a lake,' said Enindridge. 

Hoskms looked at him incredulously. To think that he had 
once descnbed this extraordinary man as a nincompoop. The 
bastard was as tough as nails. 

ril tell you what I’ll do,* he said finally, ‘I’ll stand outside 
^0 door and listen to what she says. Will that do?* 

Dundridge said it would have to and Hoskms hurried back to 
bis office and phoned Mrs Wilhams. 

Sally,’ he said, ‘this is you-know-who.* 

I don’t, you know,' said Ivlrs Williams, who had had a hard 
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It’s me. Horsey, horsey catkins,* snarled Hoskms desper- 
ately searching for a pseudonym that would deceive anyone 
bstening m on the switchboard. 

^Horsey horsey catkms?' 

Hoskins, for God’s sake,’ whispered Hoskins 
Oh, Hoskms, why didn’t you say so m the first place?* 
Hoskins controlled his frayed temper. ‘Listen carefully,’ he 
^^id, ‘the gaff’s blown The gaff. Gee for Gifuckmgraffe. A for 
F for Freddie.* 

What’s it mean?’ interrupted Mrs Wilhams. 

‘Fhe fuzz,’ said Hoskins ‘It means the balloon’s going to go 

Bum the lot, you understand. Negatives, prints, the tootee. 

t>u ve never heard of me and I’ve never heard of you. Get it. 

0 names, no pack drilL And you’ve never been near the Golf 
Club ’ 

Fy the time he had put the phone do^vn Mrs Williams had 
the message So had Hoskins. If Mrs Wilhams was gomg to 
£ nabbed, he could be sure that he would be standing m the 
ock beside her She had left him m no doubt about that 
, '^ent back to Dundridge’s office and was there to open 
s door for Lady Maud when she arrived Then he stationed 
^mself outside and listened. 

Inside Dundridge nerved himself for the ordeal. At least with 
Asians outside the door he could always call for help and in 
y case Lady Maud seemed to be rather better disposed 
Awards him than he had expected. 



woild ?r /-n ^ Of ’'IS desk, 't 

Zfnif.n 1 ' hove come here this 

contretfmn. ° ‘'*’1,”'^ emmosity. I know we’ve had our little 

forgiven and forgotten^ “"cerned all is 

he was mrirem°a ’’elefully and said nothing. As far as 

cerZlv h" w ' ■ "“‘‘’f ® "=“0 ever likely to be forgotten and 
cerwinly he wasn t in a forgiving mood. 

went on 'anTt co-operation/ she 

wil] go no furthw/"^ ^ 

Dundndge glanced at the door and said he was glad to hear 


have reason tn ^ ^ight/ said Ladv Maud ‘You see I 

been the subject of a 

subject to bLcl^tlr^ damned well he had been 

;What makes you think that?’ 

velope from Terh^andban^^^h and/produdng an em 

ments of the nhotn u’ ^P^^^d the torn and charred frag- 
them carefully. WhrX h^iT Dundridge studied 

sorted through them ir^ ^^re they torn and charred? He 
thought she was gome^n hf 

very much mistaken ^ him with this lot she was 

‘mat about them?’ he asked 
You know nothing about them?' 

Certainly not/ said D . 

He knew what had hapne ^ H thoroughly confident now. 
^ Ganglion's desk Gan*pr these photographs on 

them in the fire and had th l ^ up and thrown 

*em out and had visitPri his mind He had taken 

Dundndge. had accused he'f “plained that he, 
^^ug to wriggle out of ^ blackmail And here she was 
theory. Of It Her next remark confirmed this 
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*llien my husband has never tried to influence you in any of 

your decisions by using these photographs, she said. 

‘Your husband? Your husband?’ said Dundndge indignantly. 
^Are you suggesting that your husband has attempted to ac 

mail me with these . . . obscene photographs ? ^ 

‘Yes,* said Lady Maud, ‘that is exactly what I am suggesting. 
‘Then all I can say is that you are mistaken. Sir Gfles has 
always treated me with the greatest consideration an cour 
tesy, which is,’ he glanced at the door before contmumg cour- 
ageously, ‘more than lean say for you.’ , ,, , 

Lady Maud looked at him, mystified. ‘Is that all you have 
say?* 

‘Yes.’ said Dundndge. ‘except this. Why don’t you take those 
photographs to the pohee?’ 

lady Maud hesitated She hadn’t bargam^ed on this atonide 
from Dundndge. ’I don’t thinh that would be very sensible, do 
you?’ 

■Yes.’ said Dundndge. ’as a matter o£ fact I Now 
am a busy man and you are wastmg my time. You know youc 

My\laud rose from her chair wrafhfuUy. ’How date you 

^eak to me like that?’ she shouted. 

Dundndge leapt out of his chair and opened the door. 

‘Hoskins.* he said, ‘show Lady Maud ^ast 

‘I will find my own way,’ said Lady Mau , an 
them and down the corndor. dundndge went back into 
office and collapsed into his chair. He ha ca e 
had shown her the door. Nobody could say th^ontro^ 
hlotonvays Midlands wasn’t master in his own house. He 

astonished at his own performance. and 

SowasHoskms He stared at Dundridge for a moment ^ 

staggered back to his own office shaken by what ^ had 3us 
htard. She had confronted Dundndge mth ** . 

Staphs and he had had the nerve to tell her to take th 
police My God. a man who could do that w"' 

«”ything The fat was reaUy in the to now. On the other h 
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she had said it wouldn’t be sensible, Hoskins agreed widi h« 
wholeheartedly. ‘She must be protecting Sir Giles/ he thougn^ 
and wondered how the hell she had got hold of the p oto 
graphs in the first place. For a moment he thought of phoning 
Sir Giles but decided against it The best thing to do 
tight and keep his mouth shut and hope that things v/ou ow 

over. ^ . 

He had just reached this comforting conclusion when 

bell rang. It was Dundridge again Hoskins went back do^sn 

corridor and found the Controller in a jubilant mood. 

‘Well that’s put paid to that little scheme,* he said, o 
heard her threatening me with filthy photographs She thoug 
she was going to get me to use my influence to change 
route of the motorway, I told her.* 

*You most certainly did,’ said Hoskins deferentially. ^ 

‘Right,’ said Dundridge turning to a map he had pinne on 
the wall, *we must strike while the iron is hot. Operation Over 
land will proceed immediately. Have the compulsory pure ase 
orders been served?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Hoskins. 

‘And the task force has begun demolition work in ^ 
Gorge?’ 

‘Demolition work?* 

‘Dynamiting.* 

‘Not yet. They’ve only just moved in.’ 

‘They must start at once,’ said Dundridge ‘We must keep 
the initiative and maintain the pressure. I intend to estabhsb a 
mobile HQ here.’ He pointed to a spot on the map two miles 
east of Guildstead Carbonell 
‘A mobile HQ?’ said Hoskins. 

Arrange for a caravan to be set up there. I intend to super 
vise this operation personally. You and I will move our offices 
out there.* 

‘That’s going to be frightfully inconvenient.’ Hoskins pointed 
out. 

‘Damn the inconvemence,* said Dundndge, ‘I mean to have 
that bitch out of Handyman Hall before Christmas come hell 
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or high water. She’s on the run now and by God I mean to see 
she stays there.’ 

‘Oh all right,’ said Hoskins gloomily. He knew better than to 
argue with Dundridge now. 

lady Maud drove back to the Hall pensively. She could have 
sivom that the thin legs in the photographs were the egs s e 
had seen twinkhng across the marble floor but evident y s e 
had been wrong. Dundridge’s self-righteous mdignation had 
been wholly convincing. She had expected the wretc e tt e 
man to blush and stammer and make excuses but ms^a e 
had stood up to her and ordered her out of his o ce. e a 
even suggested she should take the photographs to e po 
and, considermg his pusillanmuty in other less 
cumstances, it was impossible to suppose he had een * 

Mo, she had been wrong. It was a pity. She would ^ 

have seen Sir Giles m court, but it hardly mattered She 
enough to be going on with Sir Giles would move heaven and 
earth to see that the motorway was stopped now an 
failed she would force him to resign his seat. There wou 
to be another bye-election and what had worke tn e 
tlttertown would work again in the case of e 
tlovemment would cancel the motorway. And fina y 
failed there was always the Wildlife Park. It was , 

^^mohsh half a dozen houses and evict the tarn es 
there, but it was quite a diflEerent kettle of fis to 
hons, four giraffes, a rhmoceros and a dozen o^tric 
hvebhood The British pubhc would never st^, or 
^als She arrived at the Hall to find Blott busy washing 

in the kitchen. ,, 

'I’ve turned the boiler-room into a darkroom, e ’ 

^nd held up a film for her to look at. Lady au s 

inexpertly. 

Have they come out all nght?’ she asked. 

‘Very nicely,’ said Blott ‘Quite lovely ’ ^ 

‘1 doubt if Giles would share your opinion, said y 
®nd Went out mto the garden to pick a lettuce or un 



finished washing his films in the sink and took them dovm to 
the boiler-room and hung them up to drj'. When he came ac 

lunch was ready on the kitchen table. 

‘You’ll eat in here with me,’ said Lady Maud. I m very 
pleased with you, Bloit, and besides, it’s nice to have a man 
about the house.’ 

Blott hesitated. It seemed an illogical remark. There ap 
peared to be a great many men about the house, tramping up 
and down the servants’ stairs to their bedrooms and working 
day and night on the fencing Still, if Lady Maud wanted him to 
eat with her, he was not going to argue. Things were loo g 
up. She was going to get a divorce from her husband. He was m 
love and while he had no hope of e\'er being able to do any- 
thing about It, he was happy just to sit and eat with her. An 
then there was the fence. Blott was dehghted by the fence. It 
brought back memories of the war and his happmess as a pris- 
oner. It would shut out the world and he and Maud would live 
smgly but happily ever after. 

They had just finished lunch and were washing-up when 
there was a dull boom in the distance and the windows rattled. 

I wonder what that was,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘Sounds hke blastmg,’ said Blott. 

‘Blastmg?’ 

‘In a quarry.’ 

‘But there aren’t any quarries round here,’ said Lady Maud 
They went out on to the lawn and stood looking at a cloud o 
dust rising slowly into the sky a mile or two to the east. ^ 

Operation Overland had begun. 
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And Operation Overland continued Day after day the silence 
of the Gorge was broken by the rumbling of bulldozers and the 
dull thump of explosions as the cliffs were blasted and the 



roclcs cleared Day after day the contractors complained to 
Hoslons that the way to build a motorway was to start at the 
beginning and go on to the end, or at least to stick to some sort 
of predetermined schedule and not go jumping all over the 
place digging up a field here and rooting out a wood there, 
starting a bridge and then abandoning construction to begin a 
%over. And day after day Hoskins took their complamts and 
some of his own to Dundridge, and was ovenuled. 

‘The essential feature of Operation Overland lies in the 
random nature of our movements,’ Dundndge explained. ‘The 
nnemy never knows where we are going to be next.’ 

‘Nor do 1, come to that,’ said Hoskins bitterly. T had a job 
Sliding this place this mornmg. You might have warned me you 
were going to move it before I went home last night.’ 

Dundndge looked round the Mobile Headquarters. ‘That’s 
odd,’ he said, ‘I thought you had it moved.’ 

‘Me? Why should I do that?* 

‘1 don’t Imow. To be nearer the front fine I suppose.’ 

‘Nearer the front hne?’ said Hoskms ‘All I want is to be 
^ack in my bloody office, not traipsmg round the countryside m 
a fucking caravan.’ 

‘Well anyway, whoever had it moved had a good idea,* said 
Dundndge. ‘We are nearer the scene of action.’ 

Hosldns looked out of the window as a giant dumper 
tumbled past. 

‘Nearer?’ he shouted above the dm ‘We’re bloody well in it 
af you ask me.’ As if to confirm his words there was a deafening 
roar and two hundred yards away a portion of chfi collapsed. 
As the dust settled Dundridge surveyed the scene with satisfac- 
tion. This was nature as man, and in particular Dundndge, 
intended. Nature conquered, nature subdued, nature dis- 
ciplmed. This was progress, slow progress but inexorable. 
Behind them cuttings and embankments, concrete and steel, 
ahead the Gorge and Handyman Hall. 

‘By the way,’ said Hoskins when he could hear himself 
speak, ‘we’ve had a complaint from General Burnett. He says 
one of our trucks damaged his garden walk' 
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‘So what?’ said Dundridgc. ‘He won’t have a garden or a wall 
in two months’ time. What’s he complaining about? 

‘And Mr Bullett-Finch phoned to say—’ ^ 

But Dundndge wasn’t interested. ’File all complaints, e 

said dismissivcly, ‘I haven’t got lime for details. 

In London Sir Giles didn’t share his opinion. He was 
with details, particularly those concerned with the sale o 
shares and what Lady Maud was going to do with those 
damned photographs. 

‘I lost half a million on those shares,’ he yelled at Bio ger. 
‘Half a bleeding million.* 

Blodger commiserated ‘I said at the time I thought you were 
being a httle hasty,’ he said. . , 

‘You thought? You didn’t think at all,’ Sir Giles screamed 
you’d thought you would have known that wasn’t me on ^ 
phone.’ 

‘But it sounded hke you. And you asked me to call you ba 
at your flat.* 

‘1 did nothing of the sort. You don’t seriously imagine I 
would sell four thousand President Rand when the market was 
at rock bottom I’m not fucking insane you know.’ 

Blodger looked at him appraisingly. The thought had crosse 
his mind. It was Schaeffer who brought the altercation to an 
end. 

‘If you must swear,’ he said, T can only suggest that yo^ 
would do so more profitably before a Commissioner of Oaths 

And what would I want with a Commissioner of Fuckmg 
Oaths?’ 

A sworn statement that the signatures on the share transfer 
certificates were forgenes,’ said Schaeffer coldly. 

Sir Giles picked up his hat *Don’t think this is the end of the 
fucking matter.* he snarled 'You’ll be hearing from me again ’ 

Sc ae er opened the door for him. ‘I can only hope fuckmg 
not, he said. 

But if his stockbrokers were not sympathetic. Mrs Forthby was. 


Irs all my fault,’ she wailed squinting at him through the 
two black eyes he had given her for her pains. ‘If only I hadn’t 
gone out for those fish fingers this would never have happened.’ 

‘fish fuckmg . . .’ he began and pulled himself up. He had to 
beep a grip on his samty and Mrs Forthby’s seh-denunciations 
<hdn’t help. ‘Never mind about that. Fve got to think what to 
do. That bloody wife of mme isn’t going to get away with this if 
I can help it.’ 

Well, if allshe wants is a divorce . . 

A divorce? A divorce? If you think that’s all she wants . . * 
He stopped again. Mrs Forthby mustn’t hear anything about 
those photographs. Nobody must hear about them. The moment 
that information got out he would be a ruined man and he had 
just three weeks to do something about them He went back to 
his flat and sat there trymg to think of some way of stopping 
the motorway. There wasn’t much he could do in London. His 
request to discuss the matter with the Mimster of the Environ- 
ruent had been turned down, his demand for a further Enquiry 
denied And his pnvate source in the Ministry had been ada- 
mant that it was too late to do anything now. 

“The thing is under construction already. Barring accidents 
nothing can stop it.' 

Sm GiIes put down the phone and thought about accidents, 
nasty accidents, like Maud falhng downstairs and breaking her 
neck or having a fatal car crash. It didn’t seem very likely 
somehow. Finally he thought about Dundridge. If Maud had 
something on him, he had something on the Controller Motor- 
ways Midlands. He telephoned Hoskms at the Regional Plan- 


ning Board. 

‘He’s out at SHMOCON,’ said the girl on the switchboard. 
‘Shmocon?’ said Sir Giles desperately trying to tbmV of 
llaee bv that name in South Worfordshire. 


of a 


the 


onmoconi' saiu jaa uwjjcidLeiy c 

illage by that name in South Worfordshire. 

‘Supreme Headquarters Motorway Construction,’ said 
irl. ‘He’s Deputy Held Commander.’ 

‘What?’ said Sir Giles. ‘What the hell’s gomg on up there?’ 

•Don’t ash me,' said the girl. ‘I’m only a field telegraphist. 
lhaU I put you through?’ 6 P c. 


‘Yes,’ said Sir Giles 'It sounds batty to me.* 

‘It IS,’ said the girl. ‘It’s a wonder I don’t have to use morse 
code ’ 

Certainly Hoskins sounded peculiar \\hen Sir Giles finally 
got through to him. ‘Deputy Field—* he began but Sir Giles 
interrupted. 

‘Don’t give me that crap. Hoskins,’ he shouted. ‘What the 
hell do you think you’re playing at? Some sort of war game? 

Yes, said Hoskins looking neiA^ously out of the window. 
There was a deafening roar as a charge of dynamite went 
off. 


‘What the hell was that?’ yelled Sir Giles. 

Just a near miss,’ said Hoskins as small fragments of rock 
rattled on the roof of the caravan 
‘You can cut the wisecracks,’ said Sir Giles, ‘I didn’t call you 
to talk nonsense There’s been a change of plan. The motorway 
has got to be stopped I’ve decided . . 

Stopped? Hoskins mterrupted him. ‘You haven’t a celluloid 
rat’s hope in hell of stopping this little lot now. We’re advanc- 
ing into the Gorge at the rate of a hundred yards a day.’ 

Into the Gorge?' 

‘You heard me,’ said Hoskins. 

Good God,’ said Sir Giles. ‘What the hell’s been going on? 
as un ri ge gone off his head or something?’ 

ou cou put It hke that,’ said Hoskins hesitantly. The 
on ro er otorways Midlands had just come mto the caravan 
coy^ed in dust and was tabng off his helmet. 

Well, stop him,’ shouted Sir Giles 

Ink unpossible, sir,’ said Hoskins modulating 

note of vnnr longer alone ‘I will make a 

authonties’ forward it to the appropnate 

pho^wgraphsTou 

Hoskins matters, sir,’ said 

you use an incinerator.’ ^^^^erned I can only suggest that 
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*An incinerator? What the hell do I want with an incinec- 
ator?’ 

'I have found that the best method is to burn that sort of 
rubbish The answer is m the negative.* 

Tn the negative?’ 

‘Quite, sir,’ said Hoskins. ‘I have found that it avoids the 
health risk to incinerate inflammable material And now 
you’ll excuse me, I have someone with me. Hoskms rang o 
and Sir Giles sat back and deaphered his message. 

‘Incinerators. PoUce. Negative Health risks.’ These were Ae 
words Hoskins had emphasized and it dawned on Sir Giles t^t 
all hope of influencing Dundndge had gone up m flames He 
was particularly alarmed by the mention of the po ce. oo 
God. that httle bastard Dundndge has been to the cops, he 
muttered, and suddenly recalled that his safe at Handyman 
Hall contained evidence that hadn’t been incinerated Maud 
was sitting on a safe containing photographs that could send 
him to prison ‘Inflammable matenal That bitch can get me 
five years.’ he thought. ‘I’d like to incinerate her.’ Incinerate 
her? Sir Giles stared into space. He had suddenly seen a way 

out of all his problems. .,1. 

He picked up a pencil and detailed the advantages. Number 
One. he would destroy the evidence of his attempt to blackmail 
Dundndge. Number Two. he would get rid of those photo- 
graphs Blott had taken of him in Mrs Forthby’s flat. Number 
Three by acting before Maud could divorce him he would stiU 
be the owner of the ashes of Handyman Hall and liable for the 
insurance money and possibly the compensation from the 
motorway Number Four, if Maud were to die . . . Number Four 
was a particularly attractive prospect and )ust the sort of acci- 
dent he had been hoping for. 

He picked up the sheet of paper and carried it across to the 
fireplace and lit a match As the paper flared up Sir Giles 
\vatched it with immense satisfaction. There was nothing like a 
good fire for cleansing the past All he needed now was a per- 
fect alibi. 



At Handyman Hall Lady Maud surveyed her handiwork with 
equal satisfaction The fence had been finished in ten days, the 
hons, giraffes, and the rhinoceros had been installed and the 
ostriches were accommodated in the old tennis court. It was 
really very pleasant to wander round the house and watch 
the hons padding across the park or lying under the trees. 

Tt gives one a certain sense of security,’ she told Blott, whose 
movements had been restricted to the kitchen garden and who 
complained that the rhinoceros was mucking up the lawn. 

Tt may give you a sense of security,’ said Blott, but the 
postman has other ideas. He won’t come further than the 
Lodge and the milkman won’t either ’ 

‘What nonsense,’ said Lady Maud. ‘The way to deal with 
hons is to put a bold front on and look them squarely in the 
eyes.' 

‘That’s as maybe,’ said Blott, ‘but that rhmo needs spec- 
tacles.* 

‘The thing with rhinos,* said Lady Maud, ‘is to move at nght 
angles to their line of approach * 

‘That didn’t work with the butcher’s van. You’ve no idea 
what it did to his back mudguard ’ 

‘I have a very precise idea. Sixty pounds worth of damage 
but it didn’t charge the van.* 

No, said Blott, Tt just leant up again it and scratched its 
backside ’ 

Well at least the giraffes are behaving themselves,’ s^d 
Lady Maud. 

[What s left of them,’ said Blott. 

[What do you mean “What’s left of them”?’ 

Well, there s only two left ’ 

[Two? But there were four. Where have the other two got 
to? 


You had better ask the hons about that,’ Blott told her I' 
T'”" for dinner ’ 

meat from “f 

another.’ them eating one 
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She strode off across the lawn imperiously, stopping to prod 
the rhinoceros with her shooting stick ‘1 won’t have you in the 
rockery,’ she cold it. Outside the kitchen door a lion was snooz- 
rttg in the sun. ‘Be off with you, you lazy beast.’ The hon got up 
3nd slunk away. 

Blott watched with admiration and then shut the door of the 
hitchen garden. ‘What a woman,’ he murmured and went back 
to the tomatoes He was interrupted five minutes later by a dull 
thump from the Gorge. Blott looked up They were getting 
nearer. It was about time he did something about that 
business So far his efforts had been confined to moving Dun- 
dridge’s mobile headquarters about the countryside at night 
and altenng the position of the pegs that marked the route so 
that had the motorway proceeded as the contractors desired it 
'vould have been several degrees off course. Unfortunately 
^undridge’s insistence on random construction had defeated 
Blott’s efforts His only success had been the felling of all the 
trees m Colonel Chapman’s orchard which was a quarter of a 
mile away from the supposed route of the motonvay. Blott was 
rather proud of that. The Colonel had raised Cain with the 
authonties and had been promised additional compensation A 
few more miscalculations like that and there would be a pubhc 
outcry, Blott applied his mind to the problem. 

• 

That night Blott visited the Royal George at Guildstead Car- 
, honell for the first time in several weeks 

Mrs Wynn greeted him enthusiastically 'I’m so glad you’ve 
come,’ she said, ‘I thought you’d given me up for good * 

Blott said he had been busy. ‘Busy?’ said Mrs Wynn ‘You’re 
one to talk I’ve been rushed off my feet with all the men from 
the motorway. They come in here at lunch and they’re back at 
night 1 tell you, I can’t remember anything like it ’ 

Blott looked round the bar and could see what she meant. 
The pub was filled with construction workers He helped him- 
self to a pint of Handyman Brown and went to a table in the 
comer. An hour later he was deep m conversation with the 
driver of a bulldozer. 
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‘Must be interesting work knocking things down,’ said Blott 
‘The pay’s good,’ said the driver. 

*I imagine you’ve got to be a real expert to demohsh a bg 
building like Handyman Hall.’ 

‘I don’t know. The bigger they is the harder they falls is what 
I say,’ said the driver, flattered by Blotl’s interest. 

‘Let me get you another pint,* said Blott. ^ 

Three pmts later the driver was explaining the niceties o 
demolition to a fasanated Blott. ^ , 

‘It’s a question of hitting the corner stone,’ he said fin 
that, swing the ball back and let it go and Bob’s your uncle, the 
whole house is down like a pack of cards. I tell you I ve done 
that more times than you’ve had hot dinners.’ 

Blott said he could well beheve it. By closing time he knew a 
great deal about demolition work and the driver said he loo e 
forward to meeting him again Blott helped Mrs Wynn wi 
washmg the glasses and then did his duty by her but his heart 
wasn’t in it. Mrs Wynn noticed it. 

‘You’re not your usual self tonight,’ she said when they 
had finished. Blott grunted. ‘Mind you I can’t say Tm any 
great shakes myself. My lees are kilhng me. What I need is a 
holiday.* 

^Why don’t you take a day ofiE?’ said Blott. 

^How can I? Who would look after the customers? 

‘I would,’ said Blott. 

* 

At five he was up and cychng down the main street of Guild- 
stead Carbonell towards Handyman Hall. At seven he had fed 
t e ons and when Lady Maud came down to breakfast Blott 
was waiting for her. 

‘Y^ announced. 

^aud. Blott didn’t take days oflE. 
^d I’ll need the Land-Rover.’ 

"hv hpr Maud who Wasn’t used to being told 

^•N^ervor Land-Rover. 

•No names.“"pa(i toUf°A 

P CK dnU? Are you feelmg all right? 
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‘And a note for Mr Wilkes at the Brewery to say he's to ^ve 
me Very Special Brew.* 

lady Maud sat down at the kitchen table and looked at him 
doubtfully. ‘I don’t like the sound of this, Blott. You’re up to 
something ’ 

‘And I don’t like the sound of that,’ said Blott as a dull 
thump came from the Gorge. Lady Maud nodded. She didn’t 
hke the sound of it either. 

Has It got anythmg to do with that?’ she asked. Blott 
nodded. ‘In that case you can have what you want but I don’t 
■'vant you gettmg mto any trouble on my account, you under- 
stand.* 

She went through to the study and wrote a note to Mr 
Wilkes, the manager of the Handyman Brewery in Worford, 
telling him to give Blott whatever he asked for. 

At ten Blott was in the manager’s office 

Wery Special?' said Mr Wilkes. ‘But Very Special is for 
special occasions. Coronations and suchlike.’ 

*Tlus IS a special occasion,’ said Blott. 

hk Wilkes looked at the letter again. ‘If Lady Maud says so, I 
Oppose I must, but it’s stnctly agamst the law to sell Very 
Special. It’s twenty per cent proof.’ 

And ten bottles of vodka,’ said Blott. They went down to the 
' cellar and loaded the Land-Rover. 

Forget you’ve seen me,' Blott said when they had finished 

1 11 do my best,’ said the manager, 'this is all bloody irregu- 
lar.’ 


* 

®lott drove to the Royal George and saw Mrs Wynn on to the 
Then he went back into the pub and set to work By lunch- 
he had emptied one barrel of Handyman Bitter down the 
and had refilled it with bottles of Very Special and five 
ttles of vodka He tried it out on a couple of customers and 
delighted with the result. During the afternoon he had a 
and then took a stroll through the village and up past the 
jctt-Fmches’ house. It was a large house m mock Tudor set 
®ck from the road and with a very fine garden. Outside the 



gates a sign announced that Finch Grove was For Sale. The 
Bullett-Fmches didn’t fancy living within a hundred yards of a 
motonvay. Blott didn’t blame them Then he walked back 
through the village and looked at Miss Percival’s cottage. That 
wasn’t for sale It was due for demolition and Miss Percival had 
already vacated it. A large crane with a steel ball on the end of 
Its arm stood nearby. Blott climbed into the driver’s seat and 
played with the controls. Then he walked back to the pub an 
sat behmd the bar, waiting for openmg time. 


Sir Giles busied himself in Mrs Forthby’s flat. He altered the 
date on the clock on the mantelpiece. He turned the pages o 
the Radio Times to the followmg day and hid the newspaper. 
Several times he asserted that today was Wednesday. 

‘That just goes to show what a muddlehead I am,’ said Mrs 
Forthby, who was busy making supper in the kitchen, 1 eoul 
have sworn it was Tuesday.’ 

Tomorrow’s Thursday,’ said Sir Giles. 

If you say so, dear,’ said Mrs Forthby. T’m sure I don’t know 
what day of the week it is. My memory is simply shocking. 

Sir Giles nodded approvmgly. It was on Mrs Forthby s ap- 

1 , ^ uiemory that his alibi depended, that and sleeping phis. 
Silly old bitch won’t miss a day m her life,’ he thought as he 
cmnc ed six tablets up in the bottom of a glass with the handle 
ot a toothbrush before adding a large tot of whisky. According 
o octor the lethal dose was twelve. ‘Six would probably 
twenty-four hours.’ the doctor had told him 
,hrouawi!°^^ Sir Giles needed. He went 

K had supper. 

•You toori'n^eve? 

verarinh, said Mrs Forthby. 

VZ 


*You did the other night. You finished half a bottle of cooking 
brandy.’ 

That was different. 1 wasn’t feeling myself * 

It was on the tip of Sir Giles’ tongue to tell her that she 
wouldn’t feel anything let alone herself by the time she had 
finished that little lot but he restramed himself. ‘Cheers,’ he 
said, and finished his glass. 

‘Cheers,’ said Mrs Forthby doubtfully and sipped her whisky. 
Sir Giles poured himself another glass. ‘Down the hatch,’ he 
said 

Mrs Forthby took another sip. ‘You know I could have sworn 
today was Tuesday,’ she said. 

Sir Giles could have sworn, period. ‘Today is Wednesday.’ 

But I’ve got a hair appointment on Wednesday. If today is 
Wednesday I must have missed it.’ 

‘You have,’ said Sir Giles truthfully. Whatever happened, Mrs 
Borthby had missed her hair appointment He raised his glass. 
‘Mud in your eye.* 

'Mud m your eye,’ said Mrs Forthby and sipped again ‘If 
today is Wednesday, tomorrow must be Thursday m which 
case I’ve got a pottery class in the afternoon.’ 

Sir Giles poured himself another whisky hurriedly. It was on 
just such insignificant details that the best plans foundered. ‘I 
Was thinking of going down to Brighton for the weekend,’ he 
improvised ‘I thought you would like that ’ 

‘With me?’ said Mrs Forthby. her eyes shining. 

‘Just us two together,’ said Sir Giles. 

‘Oh, you are thoughtful ’ 

‘A votre sant6,’ said Sir Giles 

Mrs Forthby finished her drink and got to her feet. ‘It’s 
Nurse Catheter tomght. isn’t it?’ she said moving unsteadily 
towards him. 

' ‘Forget it.’ said Sir Giles, ‘I’m not in the mood ’ Nor was Mrs 
Forthby. He earned her through to the bedroom and put her to 
bed When he left the flat five minutes later she was snonng 
soundly. By the time she woke up he would be back and in bed 
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beside her. He got into his car and began the drive north. 


♦ 


At the Royal George in Guildstead Carbonell Blott’s experi- 
ment in mduced narcosis proceeded more slowly but ^vlth 
gayer results. By mne o’clock the pub was filled with singing 
dumper drivers, two fights had erupted and died down before 
they could get well under way. a darts match had had to he 
cancelled when a non-participant had been pinned by his ear to 
last year’s calendar, and two consenting adults had been ejec- 
ted from the Gents by Blott and Mrs Wynn’s Alsatian. By ten 
o’clock Blott’s promise that the Very Special was needed for a 
special occasion had been fulfilled to the letter. Two more 
fights, this time between locals and the men from the motor- 
way, had started and had not died dovm but had spread to ^e 
Saloon Bar where the operator of a pilednver was attempting 
to demonstrate his craft to the fiancee of the secretary of the 
Young Conservatives, the darts match had been resumed usmg 
a portrait of Sir Wmston Churchill as a dartboard, and half a 
dozen bulldozer drivers were giving an exhibition of clog danc> 
ing on the bar-bilhards table. In between whiles Blott had 
coaxed Mr Edwards, who claimed to have knocked down more 
houses than Blott had had hot dinn er.*;, mto a nicely belhgerent 
mood. 

I can knock any damned house you like to show me down 
With one bloody blow,’ he shouted. 

Blott raised an eyebrow ‘Tell me another one.' 

I tell you I can,’ Mr Edwards asserted. ‘One knock m the 
right place and Bob’s your uncle.* 

1 U beheve it when I see it,’ said Blott and poured him 

another pint of Very Speaal. 

1 11 show you I H bloody show you,’ said Mr Edwards and 
took a sivig. 


ipJcr Special had cast if not a heahng bahr 

way men stumWed “o 

sereauves drove oft nutZ .1 /nd/he Young O 

and helped Mr Eduards toTfe« ' 
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*I tell you I can,’ he mumbled. 

‘Never,’ said Blott. 

Together they staggered off down the street towards Miss 
Percival’s cottage, Blott clutchmg a bottle of vodka and Mr 
Edwards’ arm. 

‘ITI show you,’ said Mr Edwards as they crossed the field to 
the cottage. T’ll fucking show you.* 

He climbed into the crane and started it up. Blott stood 
behind him and watched. 

‘Oh what a pity she’s only one titty to bang against the wall,’ 
Mr Edwards sang as the crane jerked forward through the 
hedge and mto the garden Behind them the iron ball wobbled 
and swung. Mr Edwards stopped the crane and adjusted the 
controls The arm of the crane swung round and the ball fol- 
lowed It went wide. 

‘I thought you said you could do it m one, said Blott. 

‘That,’ said Mr Edwards, ‘was just a practice swmg.’ He 
lowered the crane and a sundial dismtegrated. Mr Edwards 
taised it again. 

‘Never been laid, never been made. Queen of all the Fairies,* 
he bawled. The crane swung round and Blott darted out of the 
way as the iron ball lolloped past him. The next moment it 
hurtled mto the side of the cottage. There was a roar of falling 
bncks, tiles, breaking glass and a great cloud of dust momen- 
tarily obscured what had once been Miss Percival’s attractive 
home When the dust finally cleared what remained of the cot- 
tage held few attractions On the other hand it was not entirely 
demolished A chimney still stood and the roof while hanging 
at a disreputable angle was still recognizably the roof. Blott 
regarded the result sceptically. 

‘I don’t think much of that,’ he said superciliously. ‘Still I 
suppose there’s always a first time * 

‘Whadja mean always a first time?’ said Mr Edwards ’I 
knocked it dowm. didn’t I?* 

‘No,’ said Blott, ‘not with one blow.* 

Mr Edwards consoled himself with \odka ’ ’sonly a fucking 
couage Can’t expect much with a cottage. Got no bulk to it. 
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Gotta have bulk, got to have weight. Show me a house, a 
proper house, a big bulky house and I’ll . . He slumped over 
the controls. Blott climbed up into the cab and shook him. 
‘Wake up,’ he shouted. Mr Edwards woke up. 

‘Show me a proper house . . .’ 

‘All nght, I will,' said Blott. ‘Show me how to drive this thing 


and I’ll show you a proper house.’ 

Mr Edwards did his best to show him. ‘You pull that lever 
and you press that ’celerator.’ Five minutes later Guildstea 
Carbonell, already disturbed by the eruption of violence at the 
Royal George, was convulsed a second time as Blott with Mr 
Edwards’ assistance attempted to negotiate the High Street at 
something over the statutory speed limit. As the mobile crane 
hurtled mto the first of several corners at forty miles per hour 
Blott struggled to keep it on the road He wasn’t helped by Mr 
Edwards’ mertia nor by that of the iron ball which, swinging 
behmd, tended to demonstrate the attractions of centnfuga 
force. On the first corner it gave a glancing blow to the plate- 
glass wmdow of a newly opened mim-market, bounced off thn 
roof of a parked car, entered the front parlour of Mrs Tate s 
house and came out through Mr and Mrs Wilhams’ sitting* 
room, decapitated the War Memorial and took a telegraph poh 
and fifty yards of wire in tow. On the second it took a short cut 


through the forecourt of Mr Dugdale’s garage neatly severing 
the stanchions that had formerly supported the roof and de- 
molishing four petrol pumps and a sign advertismg 
tumblers. By the time they had traversed the rest of the High 
Street, the ball had left its impnnt on seven more cars and the 
facades^ of twelve splendid examples of eighteenth-century 
domestic architecture while the telegraph pole, not to be left 
out o things, had vaulted through every third window before 
isentang 'ng itself from the crane and coming to rest in the 
vestry of the Primitive Methodist Chapel taking with it a large 
sign announcing the Coming of the Lord. As they left the vil- 
u u l^st contribution to the peace and 

^ hy nudging an electricity transformer 
which exploded with a galaxy of blue sparks and plunged the 
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entire district into darkness. At this point Mr Edwards woke 
up. 

‘Where are we?’ he mumbled. 

‘Almost there,’ said Blott, managing to slow the crane down. 
Mr Edwards took another swig of vodka. 

‘Show me the way to go home,’ he sang, I m tired and I want 

to go to bed.* 

“Not yet,’ said Blott and turned the crane up the dnve 
towards the Bullett-Fmches’ house. 

m 

It was one of Mrs Bullett-Finch’s pleasanter qualities from her 
husband’s point of view that she went to bed early. It s ^e 
early bird that catches the worm,’ she would say at nine 
o’clock every night and take herself upstairs, leavmg Mr Bullett- 
Finch to sit up by himself and read about lawns in peace 
and quieL And lawns interested him. They held a charm for 
him that Ivy Bullett-Finch had long since relinquished, ^wns 
unproved with age, which was more than could be said for 
\vives and what Mr Bullett-Fmch didn’t know about browntop 
and chewing fescue and velvet bent was not worth knowmg. 
And the lawns around Fmch Grove were m his opinion among 
the finest m the country. They stretched immaculately in front 
of the house down to the stream at the bottom of the garden. 
Not a dandelion scarred their surface, not a plantain, not a 
daisy For six years Mr BulIett-Finch had nurtured his lawns, 
sanding mo^ving, spiking, fertilizing, weedkilhng, even going so 
far as to prohibit visitors with high heels from walking on 
them And when Ivy wanted to go down to the orchard she had 
to wear her bedroom slippers It may have been this insistence 
on his part that the front garden was sacrosanct that had con- 
tabuted to her nervous disposition and sense of guilt. What the 
garden was to her husband, the house was to Ivy, a source of 
obsessive concern in which everything had its place, was 
dusted twice a day and pohshed three times a week so that 
she went to bed early less out of indolence than from sheer 
exhaustion and lay there wondering if she bad turned every- 
thing off. 
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On this particular mght Mr Bullett-Finch was deep in a chap* 
ter on hormone weedkillers when the lights went out. He got 
up and stumbled through to the fusebox only to find that the 
fuses were mtact. 

‘Must be a power failure,’ he thought and went up to bed in 
the darK He had just undressed and was puttmg on his 
pyjamas when he became aware that somethmg extremely 
large and powered by an enormous diesel engme appeared to 
be making its way up his drive. He rushed to the window and 
peered out into two powerful headlights Temporarily bhnded, 
he groped for his dressing-gown and sbppers, found them and 
put them on and looked out of the window again What looked 
like a gigantic crane had stopped on the gravel forecourt and 
was backing on to his lawn With a scream of rage Mr Bullett- 
Fmch told it to stop but it was too late A moment later there 


was a winchmg noise and the crane began to swing Mr Bullett- 
Fmch pulled his head m the window and raced for the stairs. 
He was halfway down them when all concern for his preaous 
lawn disappeared, to be replaced by the absolute conviction 
that Fmch Grove was at the very centre of some gigantic earth- 
quake. As the house disintegrated around him — Mr Edwards 
claim to be a demohtion expert entirely vindicated — Mr Bullett-' 
Fmch clung to the hamsters and peered through a dust-storm 
of plaster and powdered bnck while the furnishmgs of which 
s wife had been so rightly proud hurtled past him from 
c upstairs rooms. Among them came Mrs Bullett-Fmch her- 
and hysterically proclaiming her innocence# 
^ never been m doubt, and he was just 

^ should assume responsibihty for what was 
bv the rnnf Cataclysm when he was saved the trouble 

IpstnEunl™^ 'OP and the stancase col- 

and lay unconscious'^.^, descended into the celiac 

Mrs Bullett-Fmch stall ^ 

wction that she had left- mattress and the con- 
pulted into the herb-norS^ meanwhile been cata- 

among the thyme. ^ where she sobbed convulsively 



Prom the cab of his crane Mr Edwards regarded his handi- 
work with pride. 

Told you 1 could do it/ he said and seized the bottle of 
vodka from Blott who had been steadying his nerves with it. 
Blott let him finish it. Then dragged him down from the cab 
and climbed back to wipe any fingerpnnts from the controls. 
Finally, hoisting Mr Edwards over his shoulder, he set off down 
the drive. 

By the time he reached the Royal George Mrs Wynn was 
hack from Worford, and washing glasses by candlehght. 

‘Look at all this mess/ she said irately, T leave you to look 
after the place for one day and what do I find when I get back. 
Anyone would think there had been an orgy here And what’s 
been going on in the village. I’d like to know? The place looks 
like It’s been bombed ' 

Blott helped with the glasses and then went out to the Land- 
Rover. Mr Edwards was still sleeping soundly in the back He 
drove slowly out of the yard and turned towards Ottertown. It 
was a longer way round but Blott didn’t want to be seen in the 
High Street He stopped at the caravan site where the motor- 
way workers hved and deposited Mr Edwards on the grass 
Then he drove on towards the Gorge and Handyman Hall. At 
two o’clock he was in bed m the Lodge. All in all it had been a 
good day’s work. 

In Dundndge’s flat the phone rang. He groped for it sleepily 
and switched on the light It was Hoskins. ‘What the hell do 
you want? Do you realize what time it is?‘ 

‘Yes/ said Hoskins, ‘as a matter of fact I do. I just wanted to 
tell you that you’ve gone too far this time.’ 

‘Gone too far?’ said Dundndge ‘I haven’t gone anywhere * 
‘Don’t give me that/ said Hoskins. ‘You and your random 
sorties and your task forces and assault groups. Well you’ve 
certainly landed us in it this time. There were people Imng in 
that fucking house, you know, and it wasn’t even scheduled for 
demolition in the first place and as for what you've done to 
Gmldstead Carbonell ... 1 hope you realize that the motorway 
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wasn t supposed to go within a mile of that village. It’s a his- 
torical monument, Guildstead Carbonell is . . . was. It’s a 
fuckmg rum now, a disaster area ’ 

A disaster area?’ said Dundridge. ’What do you mean a 
disaster area?’ 

You know very well what I mean,* shouted Hoskins hysten- 
cally. ‘I always thought you were mad but now I know it ’ He 
slammed the phone down, leaving Dundridge mystified He sat 
^ ^ of his bed and wondered what to do. Clearly some- 
8 had gone wrong with Operation Overland. He was just 
a out to call Hoskins back when the phone rang agam This 

tune It was the police 
Is that Mr Dundridge?* 

Yes, speaking ’ 

*pus IS the Chief Constable I wonder if I could have a word 
witn you It’s about this busmess at Guildstead Carbonell . . 
Dundridge got dressed. 


* 

Su Giles parked his car outside Wilfrid’s Castle Church It was 

ahnin- nobody was likely to be out and 

advantflo ° ^ ^ the morning. It was one of the great 

five miles V r ^ ^ the last 

farmhouses and dnven without hghts, coasting past 
vehicles and c f roads. He had seen no other 

So far so sonH could tell, had been seen by nobody, 

footpath to the'b his way down the 

^d he had som^> under the trees 

the bridge he came t ^ findmg his way. On the far side of 
he unlatched it and ° ^ ^®‘^csh gate. Using his torch briefly 
puzzled Sir Giles. It ^^ough into the pinetum The gate 
bridge, not since the dal^ over the 

there had been no gate weddmg m fact, but he felt sure 

about htde things hhe hadn’t time to worry 

easy. The pinetum was darv ^ quickly. It wasn’t 

pitch black. Su G.l« shont "iSh‘ 

fonvatd cautiously gra^r .f"’’ ground and moved 

u carpet of pme needles that 
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deadened his footsteps. He vas halfway through the 
when he became conscious that he was not alone, ome n 

was breathmg nearby. , , . . ^ _ 

He switched off his torch and listened Above im 

trees sighed in a hght breeze and for a moment ir 

he had been mistaken. The next moment he ^ ^ , 

extraordinary whistling, wheezing noise issue om 

‘Must be a cow with asthma,’ he thought t^oug ^ ow 

matic cow had got into the pinetum he cou ^ ^ With a 

moment later he was disabused of the nouon o a 

homble snort whatever it was got to its feet, a 

involved breaking a number of branches, large , r 

sound of things and lumbered off rvrth a 

purpose that seemed to bnng it into contact with « ^ ™ ^ 

treTs Str G.les stood and quaked, partly from ^ f 

because the ground beneath hrs feet was also ?“*ng “d 

when finally the creature smashed throug 

the edge of the wood wth as little regard for property as for i 

own health and welfare he was m two °usjy 

the end he forced himself to continue, though 

After all, whatever he had disturhe ,it 

Sir Giles came to the gate and stated at the house. The place 
hirGUes cam ,® , across the lawn and round 

Was m darkness He W^q 

to the front silence He went down the corridor to 

door and stepped j^c srvitched on his torch and 

his study and shut ^^g^Xhole in the wall where 

trs^e had been. Sir Giles stared at it in horror. No wonder 
me sate na insistently about mcinerators and 

n ' We mamnal and health nsks It hadn’t been Dun- 
ted^’who had been threatening to go to the police It was 
Maud But had she been already? There was no way of telhng 
He switched ofiE the torch and stood m the darkness thinking. 
?here was certainly one way of ensuring that if she hadn’t been 
alreadv she wasn’t going to in future Any doubts he had had. 
' and they were few, about the wisdom of disposing of Handy- 

' man Hall and Maud disappeared He would make certam of the 

I '■ 


bitch. He opened the door of the study and listened for a s 
moment before tiptoeing down the passage towar s t e 
kitchen. Kitchens were the logical place for fires to ^ |: 

their own accord and besides there were the oil tanks t at e 
the Aga cooker. On the way he stopped to put on his e 
Imgton boots m the cloakroom under the stairs. , i 

♦ ^ 
The twang of the iron fence woke Lady Maud. She sat up m bed | 
and wondered what it portended Iron fences didn t twang o 
their own accord and rhinoceroses didn’t go charging across , 
rockeries in the small hours of the morning without goo , 
reason. She switched on the bedside lamp to see what time i t 
was but thanks to the power failure at Guildstead Car one 
the light didn’t come on. Peculiar She got out of bed and wen^ ^ 
to the window and was just in time to see a shadow slip acros 
the lawn and disappear round the side of the house It was a 
distinctly furtive' shadow and it came from the pinetum For a ^ 
moment she supposed it to be Blott, but there was no ; 

for Blott to be running furtively about the park at . . • ^ ^ 

looked at her watch . . . half past two in the morning ’ 

she could always check. She picked up the phone and dia e 
the Lodge. 

‘Blott,’ she whispered, ‘are you there?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Blott. 


‘Are the gates locked?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Blott, ‘why?’ 

‘1 just wanted to make sure ’ She put the phone down gently 
and got dressed. Then she went downstairs quietly and, trie 
the front door It was unlocked Lady Maud looked around A 
pair of shoes on the doorstep She picked them up and sniffs*^ 
Giles. Unmistakably Giles Then she put the shoes down agam 
and shutting the front door behind her went round to the 
workshop. So the little beast had come back She could 
imagine what for Well, come back he might but be wouldn t 
get away so easily A moment later she was running, remark- 

\ ^1 \ ^ ° ® woman and so dark a night, across 

the lawn towards the pmetum Even there m the pitch darkness 
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lier pace did not slacken. A life-time’s familiarity with the path 
gave her an unerring sense of when to twist or turn through the 
trees Five mmutes later she was at the gate to the footbndge. 
She reached mto her pocket and took out a large lock, fitted it 
to the bolt and closed the hasp. Then, havmg tested it to see 
that It was firmly fastened, she turned and made her way a 
towards the Hall. 

♦ 

In the kitchen Sir Giles took his time. The essence of successful 
arson lay m simphcity, and murder was best when it oo e 
like natural death The Aga cooker was self-igmting It rame on 
automatically at intervals dunng the night. Sir Giles shone his 
torch on the time switch and saw that it was set for four 
o’clock Plenty of time He took an adjustable spanner om of 
his pocket and undid the nut that secured the feedpipe om 
the oil tanks to the stove. Oil began to pour out over the floor. 
Sir Giles sat down on a chair and Ustened to it It ® t)u 
steadily and spread under the table Presently it would begin to 
run down the passage into the hall. There were a thousand 
gaUons of heaung oil in those tanks and as Sir Giles knew they 
had recently been filled He would wait until they were empty 
and then replace the feedpipe but not tightly. To the pohce and 
the insurance investigators it would look as though there had 
been a simple leak Yes. a thousand gallons of heating oil would 
certainly do the tnck Handyman Hall would turn into a raging 
furnace in seconds. The fire bngade would take at least half an 
hour to come from Worford and by that time Ae place would 
be in ashes. So would Maud. Sir Giles knew her too well to 
suppose that she would be sensible enough to jump from her 
bedroom window even if she had time She n^ght not even 
wake before the flames reached the first floor and if she did her 
first thought would be to rush out on to the landing and try to 
save her precious family home It would be Bloit in the Lodge 
who would raise the alarm. It was a pity about Blott. Sir Giles 
would have liked him to be cremated too. 

Outside in the garden Lady Maud stood looking at the house 



Giles had come back to look for the negatives of the picture 
they had taken of him. Well, he was hardly likely to find therr 
Blott had cut them into stnps of six and had taken them bac' 
to the Lodge with him. Or perhaps he had come to get thos' 
photographs from his safe. He was going to be disappointec 
there too. Whichever way she looked at it he was gomg to be u 
for a nasty surprise. She went round to tlie front door and 
picked up his shoes. It might not be a bad idea to remove those 
while she was about it. She took them round to the garage and 
put them in an empty bucket and she was just coming out again 
when It struck her that there might be a more sinister pur- 
pose in Giles’ visit. Six years of cohabitation with the brute 
had taught her that he was as ruthless as he was devious. It 
would pay her to be careful. 


*I had better watch my step,* she thought, and went round 
to the kitchen door. She was just about to unlock it when 
she stepped m something shppery. She steadied herself and 
reached down Oil. It was seepmg out from under the kitchen 
door and down the steps'" mto the yard. A moment later she 
understood the purpose of his visit. He was gomg to burn the 


Hall. By God, he wasn’t. With a howl of rage Lady Maud 
hurled herself at the door, unlocked it and charged into the 
kitchen For a moment she remamed upright, the next she was 
flat on her back and shdmg across the floor. So was Sir Giles 
though in a different direction^. As Lady Maud’s great bulk 
swept under him carrymg his chair with her. Sir Giles cat- 
apulted through the air, landed on his^ace and shd irresistibly 
down the corndor and across the marble floor of the great hall. 

As he floundered about trying to get to his feet in a sea of od he 
could hear Maud ricochetmg about the kitchen. By the sound 
of thmgs she had been jomed by the entire complement of pots, , 
pans, and kitchen utensils ^ir Giles shthered to the front door 
an manage to get to his feet on the mat. He grasped th^ 

fucking thmg wouldn’t turn 

hanS and thl for a handkerchief and wiped his 

oorknob and an mstant later he was outside 
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2nd reaching for his shoes The bloody things weren’t there. 

There wasn’t time to look for them. Behind him Maud had 
finally overcome the combined forces of grease and gravity and 
coming down the passage promismg to strangle him with 
fier own bare hands. Sir Giles waited no longer. He galumphed 
off in his gumboots down the drive and across the lawn 
towards the pinetum. Behind him Lady Maud slithered into the 
downstairs lavatory and emerged with a shotgun She went to 
the front door and opened it. Sir Giles was still visible across 
the lawn* Lady Maud raised the gun and fired He was out of 
range but at least she had the satisfaction of knowing that he 
'wouldn’t come near the house agam m a hurry She put the gun 
hack and began to clean up the mess. 


23 

In the Lodge Blott heard the shot and leapt out of bed. Lady 
Maud’s telephone call had disturbed him. Why should she want 
to know if the gates were locked? And why had she whispered? 
Something was up. And with the sound of the shotgun Blott 
Was certain. He dressed and went downstairs with his twelve- 
hore to the Land-Rover which he had parked just inside the 
archway Before getting in he checked the lock on the gate. It 
Was quite secure Then he drove off up to the Hall and parked 
outside the front door and went inside 
'It’s me. Blott,’ he called mto the darkness. ‘Are you all 
right?’ 

From the kitchen there came the sound of someone sliding 
about and a mufilcd curse. 

‘Don’t move,’ Lady Maud shouted. ‘There’s oil cvcry'ishere ’ 
‘Oil?’ said Blott. Now that he came to think of it there v.as a 
stench of oil in the house 

*Hc’s tried to hum the house down.’ 
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Blott stared into the darkness and promised that if he got 
the chance he would kill him. ‘The bastard/ he muttered. Lady 
Maud slithered down the passage with a squeegee. 

‘Now listen carefully, Blott/ she said. ‘I want you to do 
something for me/ 

‘Anything,’ said Blott gallantly. 

‘He came in through the pinetum. I’ve locked the gate there 
so he can’t get out but his car must be up at Wilfrid’s Castle I 
want you to drive round there and remove the dis . . . the thing 
that goes round/ 

‘The rotor arm,’ said Blott. 

- ‘Right/ said Lady Maud. ‘And while you are about it you 
might as well put extra locks on both the gates. We must make 
quite sure that mnocent people don’t get into the park. Do you 
understand?’ 

Blott smiled in the darkness. He understood 

‘I’ll take the rotor arm off the Land-Rover too,* he said. 

‘A wise precaution/ Lady Maud agreed. ‘And when you have 
fimshed come back here. I don’t think he’ll return tonight but it 
might be as well to take precautions.* 

Blott turned to the door. 

‘There’s just one other thing/ said Lady Maud. ‘I don’t think 
we’ll feed the lions m the morning. They’ll just have to fend for 
themselves for a day or two.* 

‘I didn’t intend to,’ said Blott and went outside. 

Lady Maud sighed happily. It was so mce to have a real man 
about the house. 


At Finch Grove Ivy Bullett -Finch’s feelmgs were quite the re- 
verse What was left of the house seemed to be about the man 
and m any case what was left of Mr Bullett-Fmch was real only 
in a material sense He had died, as he had hved, concerned for 
the welfare of his lawn Dundndge arrived with the Chief Con- 
stame m time to pay his last respects As firemen carried her 
husband s remains out of the' cellar, Mrs Bullett-Fmch, reheved 

^ ^ guilt about the oven, vented her feelmgs on 

the Controller Motorways Midlands. 


186 


•You murderer/ she screamed, *yon hilled him. 
him with your a^vful ball ’ She was led away by a pohcewoman. 
Dundridge loohed balefully at the ball and crane. ^ 

'Nonsense/ he said, ‘I had nothing .to do wit it. 

'We have been led to understand by your ^ 

Hoskms, that you gave orders for random ^ 

hy task forces of demolition experts, sai 

stable. 'It would rather appear that they ve earn y 

instructions to the letter/ for 

‘My instructions?’ said Dundridge. 'I gave no mstruenons for 

this house to be demolished. Why shoul I ^ 

■We were rather hoping you would be able to teU us. said 

the Chief Constable. , 

‘But It’s not even scheduled for demolition. 

•Quite. Nor to the 

Street. But since your equiprnent •„ belongs to 

‘It’s not my equipment, shouted 6 ^ 

the contractors. If anyone is fucking response 
Td be glad it 2^- 

ScS running high. 1 think it would be best if you 

Do““an the pohee stadonP’ said Dun- 
“fs'iustfor your own protection.- said the Chief Constable. 

wl dotffwan "any more accidents tonight, now do weP 

?uTte^o-”e Sid Sn^’taWe. ‘And now if yotfU ,ust 
step this way/ 

A .1, .iirP car wound its way slowly through the rubble that 
I ^ ^ rr.oh Street, Dundridge could see that Hoskins had 

tetered he caBed Guildstead Carbonell a 

been transformer still smouldered in the grey 

disaster a ^^tjve Methodist Chapel hved up to at least part 
, daira, hornbly mis-shapen rehes of a dozen cars 

touched b^de the glass-strewn pavement. What the mon baU; 


hadn’t done with the aid of the telegraph pole to end Guild- 
stead CarbonelJ’s reputation for old-world charm, the 
conflagration at Mr Dugdale’s garage had. Ignited by some un- 
identifiable pubhc-spirited person who had brought out a 
paraffin lamp to warn passers-by to watch out for the debris, 
the blast from the petrol storage tanks had blown in what few 
windows remained unbroken after Blott’s passing and had set 
fire to the thatched roofs of several delightful cottages. The fire 
had spread to a row of almshouses. The simultaneous arrival 
of fire engines from Worford and Ottertown had added to the 


chaos. Working with high-pressure hoses in total darkness they 
had swept a number of inadequately clothed old-age pensioners 
who had escaped from the almshouses down the street before 
turning their attention to the Public Library which they had 
filled with foam To Dundridge, staring miserably out of the 
window of the police car, the knowledge that he was held 
responsible for the catastrophe was intolerable He wished now 
that he had never set eyes on South Worfordshire. 

I must have been mad to have come up here,’ he thought. . 

The same thought had already occurred to Sir Giles though 
in his case the madness he had in mind was in no way meta- 
phorical. As dawn broke over the Park, Sir Giles wrestled with 
the lock on the gate to the footbridge and tried to imagine how 
it had got there. It had not been on the gate when he arrived 
He wouldn t have been able to enter if it had. But if the exist- 


ence of the lock was bad enough, that of the fence was worse 
It certainly hadn’t been there when he had last been at the 
^ extremely high fence with large metal brackets 

^5 ^ ^ four strands of heavy barbed-wire overhanging 

t e ar so that it was evidently designed to stop people g^t- 
ng out rather than trespassers getting in. 

the kck and deS' tfbok'f 7^ 

clamber overthf,°orrad,l‘’®' 

had come over him with [h/! 77 ” unreality that 

where no lock had previousiv n " ““Pf trance of a large lock 
previously been took a decided turn for the 
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worse. Against the grey dawn sky he saw a head, a small head 
With a long nose and Imobs on it. Below the head there was a 
. Deck, a long neck, a very long neck indeed. Sir Giles shut his 
eyes and hoped to hell that when he opened them he wouldn’t 
see what he thought he had seen. He opened them but the 
was still there. ‘Oh my God,’ he murmured and was 
3bout to move away when his eye caught sight of somethmg 
Dven more terrifying. In the long grass fifty yards behmd the 

girafie there was another face, a large face with a mane and 
whiskers. 

Sir Giles gave up all thought of looking for a way out in that 
^ection. He turned and stumbled back into the pmetum. 
Dither he had gone mad or he was m the middle of some fuck- 
zoo Giraffes? Lions? And what the hell was it that he 
had almost stumbled across durmg the night? An elephant? He 
got back to the gate and looked at the lock hopefully. But 
Distead of one lock there were now two and the second was 
^en larger than the first. He was just trymg to think what this 
Dieant when he heard a noise on the path across the river. Sir 
Giles looked up Blott was standing there with a shotgun, smil- 
Dig down at him. It was a horrible smile, a srmle of quiet satis- 
faction. Sir Giles turned and ran into the pmetum. He knew 
Death when he saw it. 


Sy the time Blott got back to the Hall Lady Maud was down 
Dnd making breakfast m the kitchen 
'What took you so long?’ she asked. 

‘I moved the Bentley,’ Blott told her ‘I brought it round and 
put It in the garage. I bought it would look more natural.’ 

Lady Maud nodded. ‘You are probably right,’ she said. 
‘People might have started asking questions if they found it left 
up by the church Besides if he did get out he might ;have 
telephoned the AA for assistance ’ 

'He isn’t going to get out,’ said Blott. ‘I saw him. He’s in the 
pinetum ’ 

‘Well It’s his own fault. He came up here to bum the houst 
down and whatever happens now he has only himself t( 


blame/ She handed Blott a plate of cereal. ‘I’m afraid 1 can t 
give you a cooked breakfast. The electncity has been cut off. I 
telephoned the electricity office in Worford but they say there 
has been a power failure.* 

Blott ate his cereal in silence. There didn’t seem much point 
m tilling her about his part in the power failure and besides 
she seemed in a talkative mood herself. 

‘The trouble with Giles was,’ she said using the past tense in 
a way that Blott found most agreeable, ‘that he liked to thin 
of himself as a self-made man. I have always thought it an 
extremely presumptuous phrase and in his case particular y 
inappropriate I suppose he had some right to call himself a 
man, though from my experience of him I wouldn’t have sai 
virility was his strong point, but as for being self-made, he was 
nothing of the kind He made his money, and of course that s 
what he meant by self, by speculating in property, by evicting 
people from their homes and by obtaining planning permission 
to put up office blocks. At least my family made its money 
selling beer, and very good beer at that And it took them^ 
generations to do it There’s nothing so splendid about that but 
at least they were honest men * She was still talking and doing 
the washing-up when Blott left to go out to the kitchen garden. 

‘Is there anythmg else you want done about him?’ he asked 
as he left. 

Lady Maud shook her head. ‘I think we can just leave nature 
to take Its course,’ she told him. ‘He was a great behever in the 
law of the jungle.’ 


In Worford Police Station Dundridge was having difficulty with 

the law of the land Hoskins had been no great help. 

According to him.’ said the Supenntendent in charge of the 

case, you gave specific orders for random sorties to be made by 

u ozers on various properties Now you say you didn’t ’ 

I was speaking figuratively,’ Dundridge explained. ‘I cer- 

\ rnmni j instructions that could lead anyone 

n Lrt Fmrh^fv, suppose that I wanted the late Mr 

Bullett-Finch s house demolished.’ 
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‘Nevertheless it was demolished * 

‘By some lunatic. You don’t seriously imagine I went out 
there and smashed the house up myself?’ 

*If you’ll just keep calm, su:,* said the Supermtendent, all I 
^ trying to do is to estahhsh the cham of circumstances that 
led up to this murder.’ 

‘Murder?’ mumbled Dundndge. 

‘You’re not clairrung it was an accident, are you? A person or 
persons unknown dehberately take a large crane and use it to 
pulverize a house m which two innocent people are sleeping. 
You can call that all sorts of things but not an accident. No sir, 
"we are treating this as a case of murder.* 

Dundndge thought for a moment. If that s the case there 
must have been a motive Have you given any thought to that? 

‘I’m glad you mentioned motive, sir, said the Super- 
mtendent ‘Now I understand that Mr Bullett-Finch was an 
active member of the Save the Gorge Committee. Would you 
say that your relations with him were marked by an unusual 
degree of animosity?* 

‘Relations?’ shouted Dundndge. ‘I didn’t have any relations 

'’'Uth him I never met the man m my life 
’But you did speak to him over the telephone on a number of 

occasions * 

‘l may have done,’ said Dundndge. I seem to remember his 
phoning once to complain about something or other. 

‘Would that'have been the occasion on which you told him 
that quote “If you don’t stop pestenng me I’ll see to it that 
you’ll lose a bloody sight more than a quarter of an acre of 
your bleeding garden” unquote? 

‘Who told you that?’ snarled Dundndge. 

‘The identity of our informant is irrelevant, sir. The question 
IS did you or did you not say that. 

*1 may have done,’ Dundndge admitted, promising himself 
that he would make Hoskins’ life difhcult for him in future 
•And wouldn’t you agree that the late Mr Bullett-Tinch has in 
fact lost more than a quarter of an acre of his bleeding 
garden?’ 
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Dundridge had to admit that he had. 

As the morning wore on the Controller Motorways Midlands 
had the defimte impression that a trap was closing m around 
him. 

♦ 


In Sir Giles’ case there was the absolute conviction. His at- 
tempts to scale the wire fence had failed miserably Oily gum- 
boots were not ideal for the purpose and Sir Giles’ physical 
activities had been of too passive a nature to prepare him at all 
adequately for scrambhng up wire mesh or coping with barbed- 
wire overhangs. What he needed was a ladder, but his only 
attempt to leave the pinetum to look for one had been foiled by 
the sight of a rhinoceros browsing in the rockery and of a bon 
sunning itself outside the kitchen door Sir Giles stuck to the 
pinetum and waited for an opportunity He waited a long timfe. 

By three o’clock in the afternoon he was exceedingly hungry. 
So were the hons. From the lower branches of a tree over- 
looking the park Sir Giles watched as four lionesses stalked a 
giraffe, one moving upwind while the other three lay m the 
grass downwind The giraffe moved off and a moment later was 
thrashing around in its death throes From his eyne Sir Giles 
W’atched in horror as the lionesses finished it off and were 
presently joined by the lions Sofling his disgust and fear Sir 
Giles climbed down from the branch This was his opportunity. 
Ignoring the rhinoceros which had its back to him he raced 


across the lawn towards the house as fast as his gumboots 

would allow He reached the terrace and burned round past 

the conservatory where Lady Maud was watenng a castor-oil 

p ant As he ran past she looked iip and for a moment he had 

an impulse to stop and beg her to let him m but the look on her 

ace was enough to tell him he would be wasting his time It 

expressc an indifference to his fate, almost an ignorance of his 

^ more frightening than 

ViT'u ■ ^ concerned he simply 

scr^e the to save the Hall and pre- 

nrnxv for the «;amrs « " prepared to murder him by 

proxy for the same purpose Sir Giles had no doubt about that 
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He ran on into the yard and opened the garage door. Inside 
stood the Bentley. He could get away at last. He pushed the 
doors back and got into the car. The keys were still in the 
ignition. He turned them and the starter whirred. He tried 
2gain but the car wouldn’t start. 

* 

In the kitchen garden Blott hstened to the engine turning over. 
He was wasting his time. He could go on till Doomsday and the 
cat Wouldn’t start. Blott had no sympathy for Mm. ‘Nature 
must take its course/ Lady Maud had said and Blott agreed Sir 
Gdes meant nothing to him He was like the pests in the 
garden, the slugs or the greenfly. No that wasn’t true. He was 
''^orse. He was a traitor to the England that Blott revered, the 
old England, the upstanding England, the En^and that had 
carved an Empire by foolhardmess and accident, the England 
fliat had built this garden and planted the great oaks and elms 
^ot for its own immediate satisfaction but for the future. What 
had Sir Giles done for the future? Nolijing. He had desecrated 
the past and betrayed the future. He deserved to die. Blott took 
his shotgun and went round to the garage. 

• 

Lady Maud in the conservatory was having second thoughts. 
The look on Sir Giles’ face as he hesitated outside had awak- 
ened a slight feeling of pity in her. The man was afraid, desper- 
ately afraid, and Lady Maud had no time for cruelty. It was one 
thing to talk in the abstract about the law of the jungle, hut it 
Was another to participate in it. 

‘He’s learnt his lesson by now/ she thought, ‘I had better let 
him go/ And she was about to go out and look for him when 
the phone rang. It was General Burnett. 

‘It’s about this business of poor old Bertie,’ said the General. 
‘The committee would like to come over and have a chat ^vith 
you.’ 

‘Bertie?’ said lady Maud. *Bertie Bullett-Fmch?’ 

‘You know he’s dead, of course,’ said the General 

‘Dead?’ said Lady Maud. ‘I bad no idea. When did this 
happen?* 
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‘Last night. House was knocked down by the motorway 
swine. Bertie was inside at the time.* 

Lady Maud sat down, stunned by the news. ‘How absolutely 
dreadful. Do they know who did it?’ 

‘They’ve taken that fellow Dundndge in for questioning, 
said the General. Lady Maud could think of nothing to say. 
‘Knocked half Guildstead down too. The Colonel and I thought 
we ought to come over and have a talk to you about it. Puts a 
very different complexion on the whole busmess of the motor- 
way, don’t you know.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Lady Maud. ‘Come over at once ’ She put 
the phone down and tried to imagme what had happened Dun- 
dridge taken in for questioning. Mr BuUett-Finch dead Finch 
Grove demohshed. Guildstead Carbonell ... It was such aston- 
ishing news that it drove all thoughts of Giles from her mind 
‘I must phone poor dear Ivy,’ she muttered and dialled Finch 
Grove. Not surprisingly, she got no reply. 


In the garage Sir Giles was doing his best to persuade Blott to 
stop pointing the twelve-bore at his chest. 

‘Five thousand pounds,’ he said. ‘Five thousand pounds. All 
you’ve got to do is open the gates.’ 

‘You get out of here,’ said Blott. 

What do you think I want to do? Stay here?’ 

‘Out of the garage,’ said Blott. 

^en thousand. Twenty thousand. Anything you ask . - .* 

‘I’ll count to ten.’ said Blott. ‘One.’ 

‘Fifty thousand pounds.’ 

]Two.’ said Blott. 

A hundred thousand. You can’t ask better than that.’ 
T^hree,’ said Blott. 

‘I’ll make it—* 


’Four,* said Blott. 

There was no mistaking the look or 

H\vn to the oin h ^ ^*^“^bled round the house and across thf 
lawn to the pinetum He t 

climbed back mto his teee Th. i “S" “a 

tree. The hons had finished the giraffe 
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and were licking their paws and wiping their whiskers. Sir Giles 
wiped the sweat ofE his face with an oily handkerchief and tried 
tQ think what to do next. 

• 

Ihmdridge was saved that troublejby the discovery of an empty 
vodka bottle in the cab of the crane and by eye-witnesses who 
testified that one of the two men seen driving the crane up the 
High Street had been singing bawdy songs and was very clearly 
intoxicated. 

There' seems to have been > some mistake/ the Super- 
intendent told him apologetically. ‘You’re free to go/ 

But you told me you were treating the case as one of 
murder/ shouted Dimdndge indignantly. ‘Now you turn round 
and say it was simply drunken driving/ 

‘Murder in my view implies premeditation/ explained the 
Superintendent. ‘Now, two blokes go out and have one too 
many. They get a bit merry and pinch a crane and knock a few 
houses down, well you can’t fed the same about it, can you? 
There’s no premeditation there. Just a bit of fun, that’s all Now 
1 m not saying I approve. Don’t jget me wrong. I’m as hard on 
vandalism and drunkenness as the next man, but there are 
mitigating circumstances to be taken into account.’ 

Dundndge left the police station unconvinced, and as far as 
Hoskins’ behaviour was concerned he could find no mitigating 
tncmnstances whatsoever. 

‘You dehberately led the police to beheve that I had given 
orders for the BuUett-Bnches’ house to be demolished/ he 
shouted at him in the Mobile HQ ‘You gave them to under- 
stand that I set out to murder Mr BuUett-Finch ’ 

*I only told them that you had had a row Nvith him on the 
phone. I’d have said the same thing about Lady Maud if they 
had asked me/ Hoskins protested. 

'Lady Maud doesn’t happen to have been murdered,’ yelled 
Dundndge ‘Not does General Burnett or the Colonel and I’ve 
had rows ivith them too I suppose if any of them get nm over 
by a bus or die of food poisonmg you’ll tell the police I’m" 

responsible.’ 



Hoskins said he didn’t think that was being fair. 

‘Fair,* yelled Dundridge, ‘fair? Now you just listen to what 
I’ve had to put up with since I’ve been up here. I’ve been 
threatened. I’ve been given doctored drinks. I’ve been . . » Well 
never mind about that. I’ve been shot at. I’ve been subject to 
abuse. I’ve had my car tyres slashed. I’ve been accused o 
murder and you have the fuckmg gaU to stand there and talk to 
me about fairness. My God, I’ve fought clean up to now but not 
any longer. From now on anything goes and the first thing to go 
is you. Get out of here and don’t come back.* ^ 

‘There’s just one thing I think you ought to know, sai 
Hoskins edging towards the door. ‘You’ve got a new problem 
on your hands. Lady Maud Lynchwood is opening a Wildlife 
Park at Handyman Hall on Sunday.’ 

Dundridge sat down slowly and stared at him. 

‘She is what?' 

Hoskins edged back into the office. ‘Opening a Wil^® 
Park. She’s had the whole place wired in and she’s got Hons 
and rhmoceroses and . . .* 

‘But she can’t do that. She’s had a compulsory purchase 
order served on her,' said Dundridge stunned by this latest 
example of opposition. 

‘She’s done it all the same,' said Hoskins. ‘There are signs up 
along the Ottertown Road and there was an advertisement m 


last night's Worford Advertiser. I've got a copy here.* He went 
though to his office and returned with a full-page adver- 
tisement announcing Open Day at Handyman Hall Wildlife 
Park. What are you going to do about that?* 

Dundndge reached for the phone. ‘I’m going to get on to the 
legal department and tell them to apply for an injunction to 
stop her,; he said. Tn the meantime you can see that work 
resumes in the Gorge immediately.' 

*I^on t you think we should hold off for a day or two,’’ said 
Hosl^s and wait for this fuss over the BuUett-Finches* house 
and Guildstead Carbonell to die down a bit.' 

Certainly not, said Dundndge. ‘If the pohee choose to 
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legard the whole thing as a trivial matter, I see no reason why 
vre shouldn’t, Worl; will proceed as before. If anything, faster. 


24 

At Handyman Hall w’hat was left of the Save the Gorge Com- 
nuttee met in the sittmg-room lamenting the passing of Mr 
Bullett-Fmch and seeking to take advantage from his sacr^ce. 

The whole thing is an outrage against humanity, said 
Colonel Chapman. ‘A more inoffensive fellow than poor^old 
Bertie you couldn’t imagine. Neyet a harsh word from him. 

Lady Maud could remember \everal harsh w'ords^ from Mr 
Bullett-Finch when she had taken the liberty of walking across 
Bis lawn, but she kept her thoughts to herself. Whatever his 
faults in life, Mr Bullett-Fmdi dead had been canonized. Gen- 
eral Burnett put her thoughts into words. 

‘Temble way to go,’ he said, 'having a dashed great iron 
haU smash you tojsmithereens like that. Rather like a gigantic 
cannonball.’ 

‘He probably didn’t feel a thing,’ said Colonel Chapman. It 

was late at night and he was in bed . . 

‘He wasn’t you know. They found him in his dressing-gown. 

Must have heard it coming.’ 

Tn thenudst of life we are — ' Miss Percival began but Lady 
Maud interrupted her. 

*111616 is no point in dwelling on the past, she said. We 
must concentrate our mind on the future. I have invited Ivy to 
come and stay here.* 

‘I rather doubt if she wall accept.’ said Colonel Chapman 
lookmg nervously out of the wmdow. ‘Her nerves were nev’^er 
up to much and this latest shock hasn’t done them any good 
' and those lions . . .* 

'Nonsense.* said Lady Maud briskly. 'Perfectly harmless 


197 



creatures provided you know how to handle them. The main 
thing is to show you’re not afraid of them. The moment they 

smell fear they become dangerous.* ^ 

T’m sure I’d be no good at all,* said Miss Perdval. Gener 

Burnett nodded. 

T remember once in the Punjab , . he began. 

T think we should, keep to the matter in hand, said La y 
Maud. ‘Much as I regret what has happened to poor Mr BuUett- 
Pmch and indeed to Guildstead Carbonell, there is to ^ 
said for it, it does put us all in a much stronger position vis- 
vis the Ministry of the Environment and this infernal motor 
way. I think you said. General, that the police were questioning 
that man Dundridge.* 

General Burnett shook his head. ‘The Chief Constable has 
been keeping me abreast of events,’ he said. ‘I’m afraid they ve 
dropped that line of enquiry. It appears that there was some 
sort of shindig at the Royal George last night. Seems they 
working on the theory that a couple of navvies had a bit too 
much beer and . . .* 

‘Beer?’ said Lady Maud with a strange look on her face. Did 
I hear you say “Beer”?* 

‘My dear lady,* said the General apologetically, ‘I only men- 
tioned beer because I beheve that is what these fellows drink. I 
wasn’t for one moment imputing . . .* 

‘As a matter of fact I believe it was vodka,' said Colonel 
Chapman tactfully. ‘In fact I’m sure it was. They found a 
bottle.* 

But the damage had already been done. Lady Maud was 
looking quite distraught. 


* 

In the pinetumSii Giles was desperately trying to makeup his 
mind. Prom his tree he had watched General Burnett and 
Colonel Chapman Miss Percival amve. They had come in 
one car -- l^ss Percival had left her car outside the main gates 
o- ^ General in his -- and their commg seemed to 

ofEer Sir Gd^ an opportumty to escape if only he could reach 
the house. Maud could hardly shoot him down in cold blo'od in 
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front Df her neighbours. There might 
might accuse him of arson, of blackmail an n 

expose him to ridicule but he was prepare ^ wasn’t sure 
to get out of the Park ahve. On the other an 

thathe was prepared to run the 

sauntered away from their last meal an 

the lawn in front of the retrace. Then had 

tiemely hungry and the lions on the contrary a 

iust eaten their ffll of giraffe. a tislc he had to 

At least Str Giles hoped I . to death and 

take. U he stayed in the tree he he 

sooner or later he would have 1° ' ^d got over the 

thought, than later. Sir Gdes climhed down and^got 

ladings. Perhaps if he wated e fottvard. If 

confident. He hesitated and then m 

only he could reach the terrace. the distance be- 

gtass he was conscious *at he w^^ decreasing that 

tween himself and the safety of the point of no 

between himself and the hons. He teacneo m v 

_ return. 

^ -Riirnett was lamenting Sir Giles’ 
In the sitting-room ^ j^ndon and his office but 

absence. T’ve tried nngmg brs 

nobody seems to to ^’m^conviiiced we could bring 

could get in to call a halt to the motorway, 

pressure to bear on the hto ^ 

I m the last one to com^am. but it s at 

constituency needs its business interests get 

•r„ afraid nay husWt^^to to h^dyMaud agreed. 

in the way of Pa ^ Chapman. ‘He’s bound to 

ha« aTt'S tons in th'e fire. Wouldn’t have got where he has if 

* s^id Miss Petcival nervously staring out of the 

saying is that it’s about time he made Ms presence 
felt,* said the General. 
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creatures provided you know how to handle them. The main 
thing is to show you’re not afraid of them. The moment they 
smell fear they become dangerous.' 

T’m sure I’d be no good at all,* said Miss Perdvak General 
Burnett nodded. 

T remember once in the Punjab . . he began. 

T think we should .keep to the matter in hand,’ said lady 
Maud. ‘Much as I regret what has happened to poor Mr BuUett- 
Fmch and indeed to Guildstead Carbonell, there is this to be 
said for it, it does put us all in a much stronger position vis-^- 
VIS the Ministry of the Environment and this infernal motor- 
way. I think you said. General, that the pohce were questioning 
that man Dundridge.* 

General Burnett shook his head. ‘The Chief Constable has 
been keeping me abreast of events,’ he said. ‘I’m afraid they’ve 
dropped that line of enquiry. It appears that there was some 
sort of shindig at the Royal George last night. Seems they’re 
working on the theory that a couple of navvies had a bit too 
much beer and . . .* 

Beer?’ said Lady Maud with a strange look on her face. *Did 
I hear you say “Beer”?’ 

My dear lady,’ said the General apologetically, *I only men- 
tioned beer because I believe that is what these fellows drink- 1 
wasn t for one moment imputing . . .’ 

As a matter of fact I believe it was vodka,* said Colonel 
Chapman tactfully. ‘In fact I’m sure it was. They found a 

But the damage had aheady been done. Lady Maud was 
looking quite distraught. 


Colonel Chapman and 

one cat - Miss Petcival 



o2er Sii Giles an oppo^JZt ~ coming seemed 

the house. Maud coidd hS “““ 

"“dly shoot him down in cold blobd 
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front of hec neiglibours. Tliere might be a nasty scene. She 
roight accuse him of arson, of blaclmiail and briber}’. She might 
’®?ose him to ndicule but he was prepared to run these risks 
to get out of the Park alive. On the other hand he wasn’t sure 
that he was prepared to run the gauntlet of the lions who had 
sauntered away from their last meal and ^vere lying about on 
the lawn in front of the terrace. Then again he was now ex- 
tremely hungry and the hons on the contrary weren’t. They had 
jest eaten their fill of giraffe. 

At least Sir Giles hoped they had. It was a risk he had to 
t^ke. If he stayed m the tree he would starve to death and 
sooner or later he would have to come down Better sooner, he 
thought, than later. Sir Giles climbed down and got over the 
railmgs. Perhaps if he walked confidently . . . He didn’t feel 
confident He hesitated and then moved cautiously fonvard. If 
only he could reach the terrace. And as he moved across the 
grass he was conscious that he v/as mcreasmg the distance be- 
hveen himself and the safety of the tree while decreasing that 
between himself and the lions. He reached the point of no 
return. 

* 

In the sitting-room General Burnett was lamenting Sir Giles* 
absence. T’ve tried ringing his fiat in London and his office but 
nobody seems to know where he’s got to,’ he said. ‘If only we 
could get in touch with him. I’m convinced we could bring 
pressure to beat on the Minister to call a halt to die motorway. 
I m the last one to complain, but it’s at a time like this that a 
constituency needs its MP.’ 

‘I’m afraid my husband tends to let his business interests get 
in the way of his Parliamentary duties,’ Lady Maud agreed. 

‘Of course, of course,’ said Colonel Chapman, ‘He’s bound to 
have a lot of irons in the fire. Wouldn’t have got where he has if 
he hadn’t-’ 

‘I think , . said Miss Percival nervously starmg out of the 
window. 

‘All I’m saying is that it’s about time he made his presence 
felt.’ said the GeneraL 





‘I really do think you ought to . . Miss Percival began. 

‘It’s at times like this he ought to raise his voice . . . Good 
God! What the hell was that?’ 

There was a ghastly scream from the garden. 

‘I think it was Sir Giles raising his voice,’ said Miss Percivak 
and fainted. The General and Colonel Chapman turned and 
looked out of the window in horror. Sir Giles was visible for a 
moment and then he disappeared beneath a lion. Lady Maud 
seized a poker and opened the french windows. 

How dare you?* she shouted charging across the terrace, 
'Shoo, Shoo.’ 

But it was too late. The General and Colonel Chapman 
^ rushed out and dragged her back still waving the poker and 
shooing. 


‘Damned plucky little woman.’ said the General as they drove 
home. Colonel Chapman said nothing. He was trying to rid his 
nund of the memory of those gumboots, and besides, he found 
the General’s description of Lady Maud a little inappropriate 
even in these distressing circumstances. His left ear was soH 
ringing from the blow she had given him for telling her she 
mustn’t blame herself for what had happened. 

‘h^d you. I’m afraid it’s put an end to the Wildlife Park,’ 
continued the General ‘Pity really.’ 

‘It’s also put an end to Sir Giles.’ said Colonel Chapman, who 
fel^atGeneral Burnett was taking the whole affair too calmly. 

^ere is that to be said for it,’ said the General. ‘Never 
could stomach the fellow.’ 

In the back seat Mbs Perdral fainted for the sixth ante. 

as ta^lwT explamed to Lady Maud 

inquest ^ ^ P°“ible that there would have to be a coronet’s 

"'hat happened. Gen- 
Burnett and Colonel Chapman were here ’ 

nowXrtS|""“’*-‘ S“P«h>tendent. ’And 
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He went out to his cac with the gumboots and drove ofl. In 
die Park the lions were licking their paws and wiping their 
whiskers. Lady Maud stared out of the window at them. They 
would have to go of course. Sic Giles might not have been a 
nice man but Lady Maud’s sense of social propriety wouldn’t 
allow her to keep animals that couldn’t be trusted not to eat 
People And then there was Blott. Blott and the events of the 
previous evening in Guildstead Carbonell. It was all too 
obvious what he had wanted Very Special for and it was all her 
fault. And to think she had invited Ivy BuUett-Fmch to come 
and stay. Well, at least she had a good excuse for cancelling the 
invitation now. She went through the kitchen and was about to 
go out when it occurred to her that having tasted human flesh 
once the hons might not succumb qmte so readily to her fear- 
lessness. She ought really to carry some sort of weapon. Lady 
Maud hesitated and then went on regardless She owed it to her 
conscience to take some risks. She went down the path and 
mto the kitchen garden. 

‘Blott,* she said, T want a word with you, Do you realize 
what you have done?* 

Blott shrugged. ‘He got what was coming to him.* he said. 
‘I’m not talking about him,’ said Lady Maud, ‘I’m talking 
uhout Mr BuUett-Finch ’ 

‘What about him?’ 

‘He’s dead. He was killed last night when his house was 
demolished.’ 

Blott took off his hat and scratched his head. ‘That’s a pity,’ 
he said thoughtfully. 

‘A pity? Is that all you’ve got to say?’ said Lady Maud 
sternly. 

‘I don’t know what else I can say. I didn’t know he was in the 
house any more than you knew he was going to go and get 
eaten by those hons.’ He picked a caterpillar off a cabbage and 
squashed it absent-mindedly. 

T must say if I had known what you were gomg to do I would 
never have given you the day off,’ said Lady Maud and went 
back mto the house. 
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Blott went on with his weeding Women were odd things, he 
thought. You did what they wanted and all the thanks you got 
for it was a tclhng off. A telling of?. That was an odd expression 
too, come to think of it. But then the world was full of mys- 
teries. 


In London Mrs Forthhy woke with a vague sense that some- 
thing was missing She rolled over in bed, switched on the light 
and looked at the clock. It said eleven forty-eight and since it 
was ^dark it must be nearly midmght. On the other hand it 
didn t feel like midnight. She felt as though she had been 
asleep a lot longer than four hours, and where was Giles? She 
got out of bed and looked in the kitchen, the bathroom, but he 
wasn t in the flat. Oh well, he had probably gone out. She went 
back to the kitchen and made herself some tea. She was feehng 
very hungry too. That was strange because she had had a big 
dmner. She made some toast and boiled an egg And all the 
time she had the nagging feehng that something was wrong. 
She had gone to bed at eight o’clock and here she was at 
midmght wide awake and famished. To while away the time 
she picked up a book but she didn’t feel hke reading. She 
turned on the radio and caught the news headlines. *. . . Lynch- 
wood, Member of Parhament for South Worfordshire, who was 
killed at his home Handyman Hall near Worford by a lion. In 
Arizona a freak whirlwind destroyed . . .’ Mrs Forthby switched 
off the radio and poured herself another cup of tea before re- 
membering what the announcer had just said. ‘Oh dear,’ she 
sai , this afternoon? But — ' She went through to the sitdng- 
looked at the date on the clock. It read Friday the 
2Utn But yesterday was Wednesday. Giles had said so. She had 
s 1 was Tuesday and he had said Wednesday, And now It 

Za, I a Jion. What 

there. T-f 

for the weekend. It Brighton together 

It couldn’t be true. 

Jvirs Forthby dialled the mce lady who told 



the time. *At the third stroke it wll be twelve ten and twenty 
seconds.’ 

‘But what’s the date? What day is it?' Mrs Forthby asked. 

*At the third stroke it will be twelve ten and thirty seconds.* 

Oh dear, you really aren’t being very helpful,’ said Ivlrs 
Borthby, and began to cry. Giles hadn’t been a very nice man 
but she had been fond of him and it was all her fault. 

‘If I hadn’t been so forgetful and had remembered to wake 
tip he would stiUbe alive,’ she murmured. 

At hi^ Mobile HQ Dundridge greeted the news next morning 
jubilantly. ^ 

‘That’ll teach the stupid bitch to build a bloody Wildlife 
Bark.’ he told Hoskins. 

‘I don’t see how you can say that,* said Hoskins. ‘AH it’s done 
ts to create another vacancy in Parhament. There wiU have to 
be a bye-election and you know what happened last time.* 

‘All the more reason for pressing ahead as quickly as pos- 
sible’ 

% 

‘What? With Maud Lynchwood in mourning? The poor 
woman has just lost her husband under the most tragic circum- 
stances and you—’ 

“Don’t give me that bull,* said Dundridge. ‘If you ask me 
she’s probably dehghted. Wouldn’t surprise me to learn she’d 
arranged the whole thing just to stop us.’ 

‘That’s bloody hbel, that is,’ said Hoskins. ’She may be a bit 
of a tartar but. . .’ 

' ‘Listen,’ said Dundridge, ‘she didn’t give a tuppenny damn 
about her husband, I know.* 

“You know?* 

‘Yes I do know as a matter of fact. I’ll tell you something. 
That old cow tned to seduce me one night and when I wouldn’t 
play baU she took a potshot at me with a twelve-bore. So don’t 
come that crap about a sorroiving widow. We’re going ahead, 
and fast.* ’ , 

*WeH aU I can say is that you’re flying in the face of pubhc 
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opinion/ said Hoskins, stunned by Dundridge’s story of his 
attempted seduction. ‘There’s BuUett-Finch dead and now Sir 
Giles. There's bound to be a public outcry. I should have 
thought no^v was the time to lie doggo.’ 

'Now is the time to establish ourselves at the Park itself/ 
said Dundridge. Tm going to move two bulldozers and a base 
camp up by that arch of hers. If she wants to squawk let her 
squawk.’ 


But Lady Maud didn t squawk. She had been more shocked by 
Sir Giles death than she would have expected and she felt 
personally responsible for what had happened to Mr Bullett- 
Finch. Mic went about her duties automatically but with an 
abstracted air, occupied with the moral dilemma in which she 
foiuid herself. On the one hand she was faced with the de- 
struction of everything she loved, the Hall, the Gorge, the wild 
landscape, the garden, the world her ancestors had fought for 
and created. All this would go, to be replaced by a motorway 
which would be a useless, obsolescent eyesore in fifty years 
wht'U fossil fuel ran out It wasn’t as if the motorway was 
iioetled. It had been concocted by Giles to make himself a 
paltry sum of money, a mean, cruel gesture to hurt her. Well 
(IJIes had got his comeuppance but the legacy of the motorway , 
iCnin ne an the methods she had had to use had degraded 
in. i iG a ought fire with fire and other people had been 
burnt, Bertte Eullett-Finch and - quite Hterally - the poor 

lufin w o a put the parafiin lamp m front of Mr Dugdale’s 
finrngc. ^ 

that she attended 
accidental 

e/L Lynchwood and commended h,s widow on 

L nrH’"^ ^foreseen dangers of keep- 

he 1 rr'" ^ It was i 

1 the t ■ i ! f P^rintended the removal of the 
Ions, the Jast giraffe and the ostriches, before gomg off to a 

Memorial Service at Worford Abbey. All this time shf avoided 
(Dott. who stuck to the kitchen garden in low dndgeon. Itwas 

mi 



0 y when, on her return from the Abbey, she saw the bull- 
ozers parked near the iron suspension bridge opposite the 

Qge that she felt a pang of remorse for the way she had 

raided him. She found him sulkmg among the black- 
'^rrants. 

she said. 'I feel I owe you an apology. We 

from time to time and I’ve come to say how 

grateful I am to you for all the sacrifices you’ve made on my 
behalf.* 

Blott blushed under his tanned complexion. ‘It was nothing,* 

be mumbled 

‘That’s just not true,’ said Lady Maud graciously, ‘I don’t 

ow how I would have managed without you.’ 

"You don’t have to thank me,* said Blott. 

I just wanted you to know that I appreciate it,* said Lady 
Waud ‘By the way as I came in I noticed the bulldozers by the 
lodge . . .* 

You want them stopped, I suppose?’ 

Well, now that you come to mention it . . .’ Lady Maud 
began 

heave it to me,’ said Blott, ‘I’ll stop them ’ 

hady Maud hesitated. This was the moment of decision. She 
^hose her words carefully. 

I wouldn’t like to think that you were gomg to do anything 
Violent ’ 

Violent? Me?’ said Blott sounding almost convincingly ag- 
gneved at the suggestion. 

“Yes, you.’ said Lady Maud. ‘Now, I don’t mind spending 
money if it’s needed. You can have what you want but I won’t 
have anyone else getting hurt. There’s been quite enough of 
that already.’ 

‘Your forefathers fought for . . 

‘I think I’m a rather better authority on what my ancestors 
did than you are,’ said Lady Maud. ‘I don’t need telling. That 
was qmte different. For one thing they were agents of the 
Crown and acting within the law and for another the only 
people to get hurt were the Welsh and they were savages 


Blott, I’m sorry 
^11 make mistakes 
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Besides, Tm a Justice of tlie Peace and I can’t condone anything 
illegal. Whatevec you do must be la^vful ’ 

‘But . . began Blott. 

Lady Maud interrupted lum. *I don’t want to heat any more 
What you do is youc own affair. I want no part of it.’ 

She strode away and left Blott to consider her words. 

No violence,* he muttered. It was going to make things a 
little difficult but he would think of something. Women, even 
the best of them, were illogical creatures. He walked out of the 
garden and down the dnve to the Lodge. On the far side of the 
suspension bridge two bulldozers, symbols of Dundridge s task 
force, stood under the trees. It would have been so easy to 
disable them with the PIAT or even to put sugar in their fuel 
tanks but if Maud said he must stay within the law . • • Stay 
within the law? That was another strange expression. As if the 
law was some sort of fortress. Blott looked up at the great arch 
towering above him. 

He had just had an idea. 


25 

In spite of his intention to act swiftly the Controller Motor- 
ways Midlands found it difficult to act at all. Work on the 
motorway came to a virtual standstill while the various author- 
ities responsible for the preservation of Guildstead Carbon^h 
and law and order on the one hand wrangled with those re- 
sponsible for the construction of the motorway and the de- 
struction of the village on the other. To make matters worse 
there was a walk-out by dumper drivers who claimed they were 
bemg victimized by being barred from the Royal George for the 

bar-biffiards table by the dog-dancing of 
the bulldozer men, and a work-to-rule by the demolition 
experts who asserted that the arrest of Mr Edwards constituted 
a threat to then: basic rights as Trade Unionists. To end the 
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tiispute Diindridge paid fot the bar-billiards table out of inci- 
dental expenses and interceded with the police to release Mr 
Edwards on bail pending a psychiatrist’s report. In the middle 
oi the confusion he was summoned to London to explam 
remarks he had made in a television interview filmed in front of 
die ruins of Pmch Grove. 

Couldn’t you have thought of something better than That is 
^e way the coobe crumbles”?* Mr Rees demanded. ‘And what 
hi God’s name did you mean by “There’s many a slip twixt cup 
andhp’’?* 

All I meant was that accidents do happen,’ Dundridge ex- 
plained ‘I was being bombarded with—’ 

Bombarded? What do you think we’ve been since then? 
How many letters have we had?’ 

hh: ]fo5mson consulted his hst. ‘Three thousand four hundred 
3nd eighty-two to date, not includmg postc^ds.’ 

‘And what about “We all have to make sacrifices ? ^Vhat 
Sort of impression do you think that makes on three milhon 
viewers?’ shouted Mr Rees. *A man living peacefuBy in a quiet 
corner of rural England min ding his own business is battered to 
death in the middle of the night by some fucking idiot ^vith an 
iron ball weighing two tons and you talk about makmg 
sacnficesl’ 

'As a matter of fact he wasn't minding his own business, 
Dundndge protested, ‘he was continually ringing up to— 

‘And I suppose you think that justifies . . I give up. 

‘I think we have to look at it from the point of view of the 
potential housebuyer,’ said Mr Joynson tactfully. It s difficult 
enough for the average wage-earner to get a mortgage these 
days We don’t want to give people the idea that they run the 
risk of having their houses demolished without the shghtest 
ivarning ’ 

’But the house wasn’t even scheduled for demohtion,’ Mr 
Rees pointed out. 

•Quite,’ said Mr Joynson ‘The point fm tiy'ing to make is 
that Dundridge here must adopt a more tactful approach. He 
should use persuasion.* 



Bui Dundridge had had enough. ‘Persuasion?* he snartel 
‘You don’t seem to understand what I’m up against. You 
10 think all I’ve got to do is serve a compulsory purchase or ec 
and people simply get out of their houses and everything ^ 
hunky-dory. Well let me tell you it isn’t that simple. I m sup- 
posed to be in charge of building a motorway through a house 
and park belonging to a woman whose idea of persuasion is to 
take potshots at me with a twelve-bore.' 

‘And evidently missing,’ sighed Islr Rees. 

‘Why didn’t you inform the pohee?’ Mr Joynson asked more 

practically. 

“The police? She is the pohee,’ said Dundridge. ‘They eat o 
of her hand.* 

‘Jjke those lions I suppose,’ said Mr Rees. , 

‘And what do you thmk she built that Wildlife Park for 

Dundridge asked. . 

‘I suppose you’re gomg to tell us next that she wante 
to find a way of disposmg of her husband,’ Mr Rees sai 
wearily. 

‘To stop the motorway. She intended to whip up pubhc sup- 
port, gain sympathy and generally cause as much confusion as 

possible.’ , 

‘I should have thought she could have safely left that to you, 

said Mr Rees. 

Dundridge looked at him balefully. It was obvious that he 
did not enjoy the confidence of his superiors 

‘If that’s the way you feel I can only resign my position as 
Controller Motorways Midlands and return to London,’ he said 
jdr Rees looked at Mr Joynson. This was the ultimatum they 
had feared. Mr Joynson shook his head. 

‘jyly dear Dundridge, there is absolutely no need for you to 
do that,’ said Mr Rees with forced affability. ‘All we ask is 
that you try to avoid any more unfavourable pubhaty.' 

‘In that case I look to you to give me your full support,' said 
Dimdridge ‘I can’t he expected to overcome the sort of oppo- 
ition I’m faced with unless the Ministry is prepared to throw 
ts weight behind my efforts.’ 
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‘i^ything we can do,* said Me Rees, ‘to help, we wiU cer- 
tainly do.* 

Dundndge left the ofiSce mollified and with the feeling that 
ins authontyhad been enhanced after all. 

Gwe the swine enough rope and I daresay he’ll hang him- 
se . said Mr Rees when he had gone. ‘And frankly I wish lady 
Maud the best of British luck.’ 

Must be a terrible thmg to lose a husband like that,’ said Mr 
Joynson. No wonder the poor woman is upset.’ 


9 

it was less the loss of her husband that was upsetting Lady 

aud than the bills she was receiving from vanous shops in 
Worford. 


One hundred and fifty tins of frankfurters? One thousand 
candles? Sixty tons of cement? Two hundred yards of barbed- 
''^e? Forty six-foot reinforcing rods?’ she muttered as she 
Went through the bills. ‘What on earth can Blott be thinking 
of? But she paid the biUs without question and kept herself to 
«crself. Whatever Blott was up to she wanted to know as little 
about it as possible. ‘Ignorance is bliss,’ she thought, demon- 
strating a lack of understanding of the law which did her little 
credit as a magistrate. 


And Blott was busy. He had spent the lull provided by Dun- 
dridge’s troubles in preparing his defence. Lady Maud had 
specified that there must be no violence on his part and as far 
as he was concerned there would be no necessity for it. The 
Bodge was practically impregnable to anything short of a full- 
scale assault by tanks and artillery. He had filled all the rooms 
on either side of the archway with bits of old iron and cement 
and had sealed the stairway with concrete He had covered the 
roof with sharpened iron rods embedded in concrete and en 
tangled with barbed-wire. To secure an independent water 
supply he had run a plastic pipe down to the river before the 
concrete was poured into the rooms belmv and to ensure that 
he could withstand a prolonged siege he had laid in enough 
foodstuffs to last him for tivo years. If his electndQi was cut Iff 




he had a thousand candles and several dozen containers of 
bottled gas and finally, to prevent any attempt to drive him out 
with tear gas, he had unearthed an old army gas-mask from his 
cache in the forest. Just in case the mask was no longer proof 
against the latest gases he had turned his hbrary into an ait' 
tight room to which he could retreat. All in all he had con- 
verted the Lodge from a very large ornamental arch into a 
fortress. The only entrance was through a hatch in the roof 
under the barbed-wire and spikes, and to enable him to leave 
when he wanted Blott had constructed a rope ladder which he 
could let down. FmaUy and just in case things did get violent he 
had collected a rifle, a Bren gun, a two-inch mortar, several 
cases of ammunition and hand-grenades with which to deter 
boarders. ‘Of course. I’ll only fire over their heads,' he told 
himself. But there would be no need. Blott knew the British too 
well to suppose they would do anything to endanger life. And 
yet without endangering life, and Blott’s life in particular, there 
was no way of building the motorway on through the Park and 
Handyman Hall. The Lodge, now Festung Blott, stood directly 
m the path of the motorway. On either side the chffs rose 
steeply. Before anything could be done the Lodge would have 
to be demolished and since Blott was encased within it, de- 
molishing the arch would mean demohshing him. They 
couldn’t even use dynamite to blast the chfEs on either side 
without seriously risking his life and threatemng the collapse 
of the arch. Fmally to ensure that no one could even dnve 
through the gateway he erected a series ot concrete blocks m 
the middle of the archway. It was this last that forced Lady 
Maud to ask him what the hell he thought he was domg- 

How do you expect me to do my shopping if I can’t drive m 
and out?’ she demanded. 

Blott pointed to the Bentley and the Land-Rover parked 
beside the two bulldozers on the other side of the suspension 
bndge. 

‘Good Lord,’ said Lady Maud, ‘do you mean to say you 
moved them without my permission?’ 

'You said you didn’t want to know what I was doing so I 
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Adn’t tell you,* Blott told her. Lady Maud had to admit the 
i ^gic of the answer. 

'It’s going to be very inconvement,* she said. She looked up 
' at the Lodge. Apart from the spikes and the barbed-wire on the 
toof it looked as it had always looked. "I just hope you know 
' what you’re doing,’ she said and made her way through the 
' concrete blocks and across the badge to her car. She drove into 
, Worford to see Mr Ganglion about Sir Giles’ will. From what 
she had been able to ascertain she had been left a widow of 
^cry cbnsiderable means, and Lady Maud intended to put those 
I nieans to good use. 

, A. fortune, my dear lady,* said Mr Ganghon, ‘an absolute for- 
, hine even by today’s standards. Properly invested, you should 
be able to live quite royally.* He looked at her appreciatively. 
bTow that he came to think of it she had every right to hve 
royally. There was that business of Edward the Seventh. ‘And 
3s a widower myself . . .’ He looked at her even more appreciat- 
. wely. She might not be to every man’s taste but then he wasn’t 
to much himself and he was getting on in years. And ten 
rnilhon pounds in property was an inducement. So too were 
. those photographs of Mr Dundndge. 

‘I mtend to re-marry as soon as possible,* said Lady Maud. 
'Sir Giles may have left me well provided for but he did not 
fulfil his proper functions as a husband ’ 

‘Quite so. Quite so,’ said Mr Ganghon, his mmd busily con- 
sidering Dundridge’s accusation of blackmail. It mi^t he 
Worth his while to try a htde expeditious blackmail hirnseh. He 
turned to his safe and twiddled the knob. 

‘Besides, it’s not good for you to have to live alone in that 
great house,’ he contmued. ‘You need company. Someone to 
look after you ’ 

‘I have already seen to that,’ said Lady Maud. ‘I have invited 
Mrs Forthby to come and make it her home.’ 

‘Mrs Forthby? Mrs Forthby? Do I know her?* 

'No,* said Lady Maud, T don’t suppose you do. She was Giles’ 

. . . er . . . governess in London.’ 
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‘Really?’ said Mr Ganglion glancing at her over the top 
glasses. ‘Now that you come to mention it I did hear somer 
thing . . 

‘Well never mind that/ said Lady Maud, ‘there’s no point to 
flogging a dead horse. The thing is ±at from what I have seea 
' of the will he had made no provision for the poor woman* 
intend to make good the deficiency/ 

‘Very generous of you. Magnanimous,' said Mr Ganglion aiw 
took an envelope from the safe. ‘And while we’re on the subject 
of human frailties, I wonder if you would mind glancing at 
these photographs and telling me if you have seen them 
before.’ He opened the envelope and spread them out 
her. Lady Maud stared at them intently. It was obvious she na 
seen them before. 

‘Where did you get those? * she shouted. 

' ‘Ah,* said Mr Ganglion, ‘now I’m afraid that would be te - 

‘Of course it would,* snarled Lady Maud, 'what do you tnm* 
I asked you for?’ 

‘Well,* said Mr Ganglion, putting the photographs back into 
the envelope, ‘a certain person, let us say a prospective client, 
consulted me % . 

‘Dundridge. I knew it. Dundridge,’ said Lady Maud. ^ 

*Yova: guess is as good as mine, my dear I.ady Maud,’ said MC 
GangHon, ‘Well this client did suggest that you had been using 
these . . . er . . . rather revealing pictures to . . . er' * . . blackmail 
him ’ 

. My God,* shouted Lady Maud, ‘the filthy httle beastl’ 

‘Of course I did my best to assure Jiim that such a thing was 
out of the question. However he remained xmconvinced . ♦ • 
But Lady Maud had heard enough. She rose to her feet and 
seized the envelope. ‘Now if you feel that we should institute 
proceedings for slander . . 

‘Accused me of blackmail? By God I’Jl make him regret the 
day he was bom/ Lady Maud snarled and stumped out of the 
room with the photographs. 


’ J^ondndge was in Ms Mobile HQ drawing up plans for his next 
^ move against Hand 3 ?inan Hall when Lady Maud drove up. Now 
I that he was assured that the Ministry would throw their full 
^ght behind Ms efforts he viewed the future with renewed 
®wifidence. He had spoken to the Chief Constable and had 
demanded full police co-operation should Lady Maud refuse to 
wth the order to move out of Handyman Hall and the 
. Constable had reluctantly agreed. He was just giving 
Hosldns Ms instructions to move mto the Park when Lady 
^ud stormed through the door. 

*You filthy little swine/ she shouted and tossed the photo- 
Sraphs on to his desk. ‘Take a good look at yourself.’ Dun- 
dridge did So did Hoskms. 

‘Wei?’ continued Lady Maud. 'And what have you got to say 
now?’ 

Dundridge stared up at her and tried to think of words to 
match Ms feelings It was impossible. 

If you think you can get away vvith this you’re mistaken/ 
bawled Lady Maud. 

Dundridge clutched the telephone. The filthy bitch had come 
back to haunt Mm with those horrible photographs and tMs 
Mne there was no mistaking who was playing the main role in 
Ihese obscene contortions and this time too Hoskms was 
present. The look of horror on Hoskms’ face decided Mm. 
^ere was no way of avoiding a scandal. Dundridge dialled the 
Pohce, 

‘Don’t think you can wriggle out of this by calhng a lawyer/ 
^dy Maud yelled. 

‘I’m not,* said Dundridge findmg his voice at last, ‘I am call- 
ing the police.’ 

The pohce?* said Lady Maud, 

*1116 police?’ whispered Hoskins. 

T intend to have you charged %vith attempted blackmail/ 
said Dundridge. 

I.ady Maud laimched herself across the desk at him. “Why, 
you filthy little bastard/ she screamed. Dundridge lurched off 
his chair and ran for "the door. Lady Maud turned and raced 


213 


after him. Behind them HosJdns replaced the telephone 
piched up the photographs. He went into the lavatory and shut 
the door. When he came out Dundridge was cowering behind a 
bulldozer. Lady Maud was being restrained by six bulldozer 
drivers and the photographs had been reduced to ashes and 
flushed down the pan. Hoskms sat down and wiped his face 


with a handkerchief. It had been a near thing. 

‘Don’t think you’re going to get away wth this/ Lady Maud 
shouted as she was escorted back to her car. Til sue you 
slander. I’ll take every penny you’ve got.* She drove away and 
Dundridge staggered hack to the caravan. 

‘You heard her,' he said to Hoskins slumping into his chair. 
‘You heard her attempt to blackmail me.’ He looked around for 
the photographs. 

‘I burnt them/ said Hoskins. 'I didn’t think you’d want diem 
lying around.’ 


Dundridge looked at him gratefully. He certainly didn’t want 
them lying around. On the other hand the evidence of an at- 
tempted crime had been destroyed. There was no point in call* 
ing in the pohce now. 

Well at least if she does sue me you were a witness,’ he said 
finally. 


Defimtely/ said Hoskins. ‘But she’ll never dare.* 

I wouldn’t put an3fthing past that bitch,’ said Dundridge 
recovering his confidence now that both Lady Maud and the 
photographs were out of the way. ‘But I’ll tell you one thing. 

We re going to move into Handyman Hall now. I’ll teach her to 
threaten me.’ 


Without the photographs I’m afraid you would have no case/ 
said Mr Ganglion when Lady Maud returned to his office 

But he told you that I was blackmailing him. You told me so 
yourself.’ said Lady Maud. 

Mr Ganglion shook his head sadly. ‘What he said to me, my 
dear Lady Maud, was by way of being a confidential com- 
tnunication. He was after all consulting me as a soliator and 
since I represent you in any case my evidence would never be 
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accepted by a court. Now if we could get Hoskins to testify 
that he had heard him accuse you of blackmail . . He phoned 
the Regional Planning Board and was put through to Hoskins 
at the Mobile HQ. 

‘Certainly not. I never heard an 5 Ubing of the sort* said 
Hoskins ‘Photographs? 1 don’t know what you re talking - 
about ’ The last thing he wanted to do was to appear in court to 
testify about those bloody photographs. 

‘Peculiar,’ said Mr Ganglion. ‘Most pecubar, but there it is. 
Hoskins won’t testify.’ 

‘That just goes to show you can’t trust anyone these days, 
said Lady Maud. 

She drove home in a filthy temper which wasn t improved by 
having to park the Bentley outside the Lodge and walk up the 
drive. 


26 

If her temper was bad when she returned to the Hall that 
afternoon it was ten times worse the next mormng She woke 
to the sound oMorries drivmg down the Gorge road and men 
shoutmg outside the Lodge. Lady Maud picked up the phone 

and called Blott. . , 

‘What the devil is going on down there? she asked. 

‘It’s started,’ said Blott. 

‘Started? What’s started?' 

\ ‘They’ve come to begin work.' 

Lady Maud dressed and hurried down the drive to find Dun- 
dridge, Hoskins and the Chief Constable and a group of pohce- 
men standing looking at the concrete blocks imder the 
archway. 

*What’s the meaning of this?’ she demanaed. 

*We have come to begm work here,’ said Dundndge keep- 
mg close to the Chief Constable. Tou are m receipt of a 
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compulsory purchase order served on you on the 25 th of JJ® 
and . . 


This is private property/ said Lady Maud* 'Kindly leave ‘ 
*My dear Lady Maud/ said the Chief Constable, Tm afcsit 
these gentlemen are within their rights . . .* 

‘They are within my property/ said Lady Maud* ‘And I waul 
them off it.' 

I 

The Chief Constable shook his head sorrowfully. Ttn sorry 
to have to say this . . / 

‘Then don’t,* said Lady Maud. 

^ But ^ey are fully entitled to act in accordance uith thek 
^^ctions and begin work on the motorway through the 
Park. I am here to see that they are not hindered in any way. 

ow ‘ you would be so good as to order your gardener to 
va^te these . . . er . . . premises.* 

‘Order him yourself.’ 

We have attempted to serve an eviction order on him but he 

^ses to come down. He appears to have bamcaded the door. 

ow we don t want to have to use force but unless he is pr®' 

pared to come out I’m afraid we will have to make a forcible 
entry. 


‘Well. Pm not stopping you,*' said Lady Maud. ‘If that’s what 
you have to do, go ahead and do it.^ 

. tti one side while the policemen went round the 

side of the Lodge and hammered at the door. Lady Maud sat on 
a concrete block and watched them. 

The police battered at the door for ten minutes and finally 
ro e It own only to find themselves confronted by a wall of 
concrete, Dundndge sent for a sledgehammer but it was quite 

' ^ something more than a sledgehammer would be re- 

quired to make an entry. 

The bastard has cemented himself in.' said Dundridge. 

are vo^<r?^ that for myself/ said the Chief Constable. ‘What 
are you going to do now?* 

S er they walked back to the bridge and looked up at the 



srch In the tnrcumstances it had assumed a new and quite 
daunting stature. 

‘There’s no way round it,’ said Hoskms, indicating the clijBEs. 
‘We would have to move thousands of tons of rock.’ 

Can’t we blast a way round?’ 

Hoskins looked up at the cliffs and shook his head. ‘Could do 
hut we’d probably kill the stupid bugger in that arch in the 
process.’ 

So what?’ said Dundridge. ‘If he won’t come down it’s his 
O’ivn fault if he gets hurt.’ He didn’t say it very convincingly. It 
Was quite clear that killing Blott would come under the head- 

of very unfavourable pubhdty at the Mimstry of the En- 

'^onment. 

hi any case,’ Hoskins pointed out, ‘the authorized route 
^s through the Gorge, not round it.’ 

^What about the blasting we did back at the entrance?’ 

We were authorized to widen the Gorge there because of 
the pver and besides that section doesn’t cdme within the area 
"designated as of natural beauty.’ 

‘Fuck.’ said Dundridge. ‘I knew that old bitch ivould come up 
'Vith something like this * 

They went back to the arch where the Chief Constable was 
arguing with Lady Maud. 

‘Are you senously suggesting that I ordered my gardener to 
cement himself into the Lodge?’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Chief Constable. 

'In that case, Peraval Henr)*,' said Lady Maud, ‘you’re a 
bigger fool than I took you for.* 

The Chief Constable winced ‘Listen, Maud,’ he said, ‘you 
know’ as well as I do he wouldn’t have done this ivithout your 
permission.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ said Lady Maud, ‘I told him he could do what he 
wanted wth the Lodge, He’s been living there for thirty years 
It’s his home. If he chooses to fill the place with cement that’s 
his business. 1 refuse to accept any responsibility for his 
actions * 
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‘In that case I shall have no option but to arrest you,’ said 
the Chief Constable. 

‘On Xvhat grounds?’ 

‘For obstruction.’ 

‘Codswallop,* said Lady Maud. She got down from the block 
and walked round to the back of the arch and looked up at the 
window. 

‘Blott,’ she called. Blolt’s head appeared at the circular 
window. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Blott, come down this mstant and let these men get on wth 
their work * 

‘Won’t,’ said Blott. 

‘Blott,’ shouted Lady Maud, ‘I am ordering you to come 
down.’ 

‘No,’ said Blott and shut the window. 

Lady Maud turned to the Chief Constable. ‘There you are. I 
have told him to come down and he won’t. Now then, are you 
still gomg to have me arrested for obstruction?’ 

The Chief Constable shook his head He knew when he was 
beaten. Lady Maud strode back up the drive to the HaU. He 
turned to Dundndge. ‘Well, what do you suggest now?’ 

‘There must be something we can do,’ said Dundndge. 

‘If you’ve got any bnght ideas, just let me know,’ said the 
Chief Constable 

‘What happens if we just go ahead and demohsh the arch 
with him m it?’ 

‘The question is,’ said the Chief Constable, ‘what would 
happen to him if you did that?’ 

‘That’s his problem,’ said Dundridge. ‘We’ve got a legal right 
to remove that arch and if he’s in it when we do we’re not 
responsible for what happens to him.’ 

The Chief Constable shook his head. ‘You try telhng that 
to the judge when they try you for manslaughter I should 
have thought you’d have learnt your lesson from what hap- 
pened at Guildstead Carbonell.’ He got into his car and drove 
away. 



Dundridge walked back across the bridge and spoke to the 
foreman of the demolition gang. 

‘Is there any way of taking that arch down wthout injuring 
die man inside?’ he asked. 

The foreman looked at him doubtfully. ‘Not if he doesn’t 
want us to.’ 

As if to give added weight to his argument Blott appeared on 
fheioof. He was carrymg a shotgun. 

‘You see what I mean,’ said the foreman. 

Blott looked expectantly over their heads, raised his gun and 
fired. A wood pigeon plummeted out of the sky. Dundridge 
could see exactly what he meant. 

‘There’s nothing in our contract to say we’ve got to take 
Unnecessary nsks,’ said the foreman, ‘and a bloke who cements 
hunself into an arch and shoots pigeons on the wing con- 
stitutes more than an unnecessary rislc. He’s a bloody loony, 
^d a crack shot into the bargain.* 

Dundridge thought wistfully of Mr Edwards. He turned to 
Hoskins. 

‘I think,’ said Hoskins, ‘that vte ought to contact the Minis- 
^ in London. This thing’s too big for us ’ 

At the Hall Lady Maud heard the shot and picked up a pair of 
hinoculars. Through them she could see Blott on the roof with 
the shotgun. She telephoned the Lodge. 

‘They’re not shooting at you, are they?* she asked hopefully. 
‘No,’ said Blott, ‘I was just shooting a pigeon. They’re still 
talking.’ 

‘Remember what I said about violence,* Lady Maud told him. 
‘We must keep pubhc sympathy on our side. I am going to get 
in touch mth the BBC and ITV and all the national newspapers. 

I think we can make a big song and dance about this busmess.’ 

Blott put down the phone. Song and dance. The Enghsh 
language was most expressive. Song and dance 

I* 

At his Mobile HQ Dundridge was on the phone to London. 

‘Are you seriously trying to teU me that Lady Lynchwood’s 
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gardener has cemented himself into an ornamental arch?* said 
Mr Rees incredulously. 'It doesn't sound possible.’ 

The arch in question happens to be eighty feet Iiigh/ Dun- 
dndge explained, ‘it has rooms inside. He’s filled all the bottom 
ones udth concrete. There’s barbed-udre on the roof and short 
o ^ lowing the place up there’s no way of getting him out’ 

I should try the local fire brigade/ Mr Rees suggested. 'They 
use them to get cats out of trees.’ 

I have tried the fire brigade/ said Dundridge. 

Well, what do they say?’ 

They say their business is putting out fires, not storming 
fortresses.’ ' 

Mr Rees considered the problem. ‘I imagine he’ll have to 
come out sometime/ he said finaliv 

'Why?’ 

‘Well, to eat for one thing.’ 

Eat?’ shouted Dundridge. ‘Eat? He doesn’t have to come 
out to eat. I ve got a list here of the things he ordered from the 
local supermarket. Four hundred tins of baked beans, seven 
hun^d cans of corned beef, one hundred and fifty tins of 
frankfurters. Need I go on?’ 

No, said Mr Rees hastily, ’the fellow must have a con* 
stitution hke an ox. You would have thought he would have 
chosen something a Httle more appetizing.’ 

say?’ said Dundridge. 

wen I must admit that it does sound as if he intends to 
™ a long stay of it.' Mr Rees agreed. 

An what are we going to do? Cancel the motorway for a 
couple ofyearswhile he munches his way through thatlittle lot?' 

^ Rees tried to think. ‘Can’t you talk him down?’ he asked. 
Tnats what they usually do with people threatening to 
commit suicide.’ 

But he isn’t threatening suicide,’ Dundridge pointed out. 

It amounts to the same thing,’ said Mr Rees. *A diet of 
corned beef, baked beans and frankfurters in the quantities 
you’ve mentioned would certainly kill me. Still, I see what you 
mean. A man who can even contemplate bving off that muck 
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obviously means business. Have 5 ’ou any ideas on the subject?* 
*As a matter o{ fact I have,’ said Dundridge. 

‘Not another ball and crane job I hope,’ said Mr Rees 
anxiously. ‘We can’t have another httle episode of that sort so 
shortly after the last one.’ 

‘1 was thinking of usmg the army,’ said Dundridge. 

‘The army? My dear fellow, this is a free country. We can^t 
possibly ask the army to blast a perfectly innocent Englishman 
oot of his own home with tanks and artillery.’ 

‘To be prease,’ said Dundridge, ‘he doesn’t happen to be an 
Englishman and I wasn’t thinking of blasting him out with 
tanks and artillery.’ 

‘I should think not. The pubhc would never stand for it,’ Mi: 
hees said. ‘But if he’s not an Englishman what is he?’ 

‘An Itahan.’ 

‘An Italian? Are you sure? It doesn’t sound hke them to go in 
for this sort of thing.’ said Mr Rees. 

‘He’s naturalized,’ said Dundridge. 

‘That explains it,’ said Mr Rees. ‘In that case I can’t see any 
objection to using the army. They’re used to deahng with 
foreigners What precisely did you have in mind? ’ 

Dundridge explained his plan. 

‘Well ril see what I can do.’ said Mr Rees. ‘I’ll call you back 
when Tve had a word with the Minister.’ 

In Whitehall the wires buzzed. Mr Rees spoke to the Minister 
of the Environment and the Minister spoke to Defence. By five 
o’clock Army Command had agreed to supply a team of com- 
mandos trained in rock chmbmg on the exphcit understanding 
that they were to be used simply in a police support role and 
wuuld not use firearms. As the Mimster of the Environment 
explamed, the essence of the operation was to occupy the 
Lodge and hold Blott until the police could evict him in a lawful 
fashion- ‘The great thing is that the media haven’t got on to the 
story yet. If we can get him out of there before the newsmen 
start nosing around we can hush the whole thing up. The es- 
sence of the thing must be speed.* 



It was a point tJiat Diindndgc made to the commandos when 

they arrived for briefing Uiat night at his Mobile HQ. ‘I have 

here number of photographs taken this afternoon of the 

target, he said handing tJiem round. "As you can see it is amply 

provided with handholds and there arc two means of access. 

The two circular window’s on cither side and the hatch in the 

roof. I should have thought the best meriiod of attack would be 

a iversionary move to the rear and a frontal assault-—’ 

I thmk you can leave the tactical details of the exerdse to 

us. said the Major in charge who didn’t like being told bis 
business by a awy. 

was only facing to help/ said Dundridge. 

the Major. ‘We’ll rendezvous at the Gibbet 
at ^enty.fout hundred hours and proceed on foot . . Dun- 

once we’re getting things done/ he told HosWns. 

Hilin i"'". her/ 

and doubtfully. He had been in the aimy hifflsdf 

nuuirtachMe”® Dnndridge's faith in the efficiency of the 

was Mt n"n ® Arthur Biyant but his mind 

They would eith*^ ’ considering the inunediate future 

My bvlt? him down psycho- 

tailc toffij. Blo^1,d^eerth^“” of well-meaning people to 
on the television Sortal ™itor he could e^ect 

poheemen all nf t-u workers, psychiatrists, priests and 
possibihtv’of invincible faith in the 

thoueht and founffr, ^ dictionary to see if it meant what he 

sTtle ^o/of h., best to make hm ' 

became their Js!ZT^^ 7 hopelessly 

cneir assumptions were all wrong. They wnjU/i occiTtn#. 

aetZT ^5^^ whereas he wasn’t. They would think he was 

g on instructions or that he was simply bemcr inxral 

where^ he was in love. They would think 7comnr^® T 

possible . . . With a motorway? Blott smiled to himself at the 
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stupidity of the idea. The motons^ay would eithen go througli 
the Park and Handjman Hall or it wouldn’t. Nothing they 
could tell him would alter; that fact. But above all the people 
'\ho came to talk to him would be city-dwellers for whom talk 
v.as currency and words were coins. An Englishman’s word is 
his bond. Blott thought, but then he had never had much time 
stocks and shares. ’Word merchants’ old Lord Handyman 
had called such people, \vith contempt in his voice, and Blott 
agreed^with him. Well they could talk themselves blue in the 
face but they wouldn’t shift him. Everythmg that he cared for 
and loved and was lay there in the Park and the Garden and the 
Hall. Handyman Hall. And Blott was the handyman. He would 
rather than give up the right to be needed. He undressed 
and climbed into bed and lay hstening to the river tumbling by 
and the wind in the trees. Through his window he could see the 
light on in Lady Maud’s bedroom. Blott watched it until it went^ 
out and then he fell asleep. 

m 

He was woken at one o’clock by a noise outside. It was a very 
shght noise hut it awoke in him some instinct, an early-warn- 
ing system that told him that there were people outside. He 
got out of bed and went to the window and peered into the 
darkness below. There was someone at the foot of the left- 
hand column. Blott went across the room to the other window. 
There was someone in thePark too.They must have dimbed the 
fence to get in. Blott listened and presently he heard someone 
moving below. They were climbing up the side of the Lodge. 
Climbing? In the dark? Interesting- 
He crossed to a cupboard and took out the Leica and the 
flash gun and went back to the window and leant out. The 
' next moment the entire side of the Lodge was a brilhant 
white. There was a cry and a thud. Blott went to the other 
window and took another photograph. This time whoever 
It was who was clinging to the side of the arch shut his 
eyes and clung on. Blott put the camera down Something 
stronger was needed. What would make climbing difficult? 
Something greasy. He went into his Idtchen and came out with 
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-'I gallon can of coobng oH nnd climbed the ladder m the con«i 
0 1 1 C room to the hatch in the rooh 'fiien he craivlcd to titt 
e ge and began pouring the oil down the wall. There was a 
l^clow, the sound of sh’thering and anoilier thud 
0 y 0 cry. Blott emptied the rest of the can doivn the 

ac ’ wa and went down the ladder into his room and shone a 
ore out of the iv/ndow. There was no one on the side of the 

^ number of men in army uniforms stared 
pa im angrily. They had blackened faces and one of thein 
was lying on the ground. 

^ you?' Blott asked 

\A.’ you bastard,’ shouted the 

Major. You’ve broken his leg ’ 

touched him. He broke it him- 
niaht- • ^ chmb up my wall in the middle of the 


by a sound from the other side of the 
Intrh * ^ coining up there too. He went into the 

fho fetched two cans of cooking oil and repeated 

finished the sides of the Lodge 
eaked with oil and two more climbers had fallen. 

^wn below there was a muttered conference. 

T!Int+ ^ ^ grappling irons,’ said the Major. 

ThprP wmdow and shone his torch on them. 

him on fntif ^ 'SJ^pIosion and a three-pronged hook shot past 

byanothpr stuck in the barbed-wire It was followed 

T ^-bbed a knife. A 

He crawled nr,^ bad cut through one rope. 

thud ai^d a another. There was another 

enua and a yell. Blott peered over. 

alreadvTn rpj!" be asked. But the army was 

the su^ensiM ^ ‘^bey earned their wounded back across 

wistfull^ He watched them 

Txr^t.m tather regretted their going. A full-scale battle 

haTO been marvellous publicity. A full-scale battle? Blott 
went to the cupboatd where he kept his 


224 



have to act quicMy. Tlien he climbed up on the roof and let 
the rope ladder. Ten minutes later he was standing on 
the suspension badge wth the Bren gun. 

As the commandos trudged back up the road towards their 
transport at the Gibbet they were startled to hear the sound of 
automatic fire behind them. It lasted for several seconds and 
was repeated again and again. They stood still and listened. It 
stopped. A few moments later there was a much larger thump 
and it was followed by a second. Blott had tried out the FIAT 
and it still worked. 

* 

At the Hall Lady Maud sat up in bed and struggled to find the 
bght switch. She was used to the occasional shot in the night 
but this was something entirely different. A positive bom- 
bardment. She reached for the phone and rang the Lodge. 
’There was no reply. 

‘Oh my God/ she moaned, ‘they’ve lolled him.’ She got out 
of bed and dressed hurriedly. Ihe firing had stopped now. She 
phoned the lodge again and still there was no reply. She put 
rile phone down and called the Chief Constable. 

‘They’ve murdered him/ she shouted, ‘they’ve attacked the 
bodge and killed himl' 

‘Killed who?’ asked the Chief Constable. 

‘Blott,’ yeUed Lady Maud. 

‘No?’ said the Chief Constable. 

‘I tell you they have. They’ve been using machine-guns and 
something much bigger.* , 

‘Oh my goodness gracious me/ said the Chief Constable. 
‘Are you sure? I mean couldn’t there be some mistake?’ 

‘Percival Henry/ screamed Lady Maud, ‘you know me well 
enough to know that when I say something I mean it Remem 
her what happened to Bertie BuUett-Finch.* 

The Chief Constable remembered all too well. Midnight as- 
sassinations were becoming a commonplace occurrence in 
South Worfordshire and besides Lady Maud’s tone had the ring 
of sincere hysteria about it. And Lady Ivfaud, whatever else she 
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a gallon can of cooking oil and climbed the ladder in the cornel 
of the room to the hatch in the roof. Then he crawled to the 
edge and began pouring the oil down the wall There was a 
curse from below, the sound of slithering and another thud 
followed by a cry. Blott emptied the rest of the can down the 
back wall and went down the ladder into his room and shone a 
torch out of the window. There was no one on the side of the 
arch now. At the foot a number of men in army uniforms stared 
up at him angnly. They had blackened faces and one of them 
was lying on die ground. 

Is there anything I can do for you?’ Blott asked 
Wait till we get hold of you, you bastard,* shouted the 
Major. ‘You’ve broken his leg.’ 

Not me, said Blott, ‘I never touched him. He broke itbim- 
self. I didn’t ask him to chmb up my wall in the middle of the 
night.’ 

He was interrupted by a sound from the other side of the 
^dge. The sods were coming up there too. He went into the 
Mtchen and fetched two cans of cooking oil and repeated 
e process. By the time he was finished the sides of the Lodge 
were streaked with oil and two more climbers had fallen. 

Down below there was a muttered conference. 

We’il use the grappling irons,’ said the Major, 
lott peered out of the window and shone his torch on them. 
There was an explosion and a three-pronged hook shot past 
to on to the roof and stuck in the barbed-wire It was followed 
by another. Blott raced into the kitchen and grabbed a knife A 
moment later he was on the roof and had cut through one rope. 
He CTawled under the wire and cut another. There was another 
thud and a yelk Blott peered over. 

Anyone else coming up?' he asked. But the army was 
already in retreat. As they carried their wounded back across 
the suspension bridge and up the road Blott watched them 
wistfully. He rather regretted their going. A full-scale battle 
would have been marvellous publicity. A full-scale battle? Blott 
went to the cupboard where he kept his armoury. He would 
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‘Who was it? Did you get a good look at them?* 

‘It was the army/ Blott told her. I've got photographs to 
prove It; 


27 

hy next morning Blott was famous. The news of the attack 
came too late to be carried by the early editions but the later 
ones all bore his name in their headlines. The BBC broadcast 
news of the atrocity and its legal imphcations were discussed 
on the Today programme. At one o’clodc there were further 
developments when it was announced that twelve Marine Com- 
mandos were helping the pohce in their enquiries. During the 
afternoon questions were asked in the House and the Home 
Secretary promised a full Enquiry. And all day reporters and 
cameramen swarmed into the Gorge to interview Blott and 
Tady Maud and to photograph the damage. It was clearly vis- 
ible and extensive. Bullet holes pockmarked the entire arch, 
suggesting that the army’s fire had been quite extraordinarily 
■wild. The heads of several figures in tke frieze were missing and 
the PIATs had tom gaping holes in the wall. Even hardened 
correspondents used to the tactics adopted against the urban 
guerrillas in Belfast were astonished by the extent of the 
damage. 

T’ve never seen anything like this/ the BBC correspondent 
told his audience from the top of a ladder before interviewing 
Blott at the window. This might be Vietnam or the Lebanon 
but this is a quiet comer of rural England. I can only say that I 
am horrified that this could happen And now Mr Blott, could 
you tell us first what you know about this attack?’ 

Blott looked out of the window into the camera. 

Tt must have been about one o’clock in the morning. I was 
asleep and I heard a noise outside. I got up and went to the 
window and looked out. There appeared to be men climbing up 
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might be was not a, woman who got hysterical for nothing. 

‘I’ll get every available patrol car there as soon as possible, 
he promised. 

‘And an ambulance too/ screamed Lady Maud. 

Within minutes every police car in South Worfordshire was 
converging on the Gorge. At the Gibbet twelve men of the 41 st 
Marine Commando, two of them with broken legs, were de- 
tained for questioning as they were about to leave in their 
transport. They were driven to Worford Police Station loudly 
protesting that the}^ had been acting under the orders of the 
Area Commander and that the pohce had no legal authority to 
hold them. 

‘We’ll see about that in the morning/ said the Inspector as 
they were herded into their cells. 

m 

At the Lodge Blott climbed up his rope ladder and hauled it up 
behind him. He was delighted with his experiment. All the 
weapons had worked splendidly and, while it was impossible in 
the darkness to tell what damage they had done to the Lodge, 
the sound of splintering stonework had suggested that there 
was plenty of evidence to show that the army had carried out 
its assault with undue force and quite unwarranted violence. It 
was only when he was back in his room that he could see how 
effective the Projectiles Infantry Anti-Tank had been. They had 
blown two substantial holes in the frieze and the room was 
httered with bits of stone. Both wmdows had been blown out 
by the blast and there were holes in the ceiling. He was just 
wondering what to do next when he heard footsteps runmng 
down the drive. Blott switched off his torch and went to the 
window. It was Lady Maud. 

“Don’t come any nearer/ he shouted, to lend verisimilitude 
to his recent ordeal and to tell her that he was unhurt. ‘Lie 
down. They may start firing again.’ 

Lady Maud stopped in her tracks. ‘Oh thank Heavens, you’re 
all right, Blott,’ she shouted. T thought you’d been killed-’ 

‘Me? Killed?* said Blott. Tt would take more than that to kill 
me.’ 
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to that building. You’ll be telling me next that they had nothing 
to do with the incident.* 

‘That’s what they say,’ said the Colonel ‘They all swear blue 
they had left and were on their way back to their transport 
when the firing occurred * 

‘I’m not bloody surprised,’ said the Chief Constable ‘If I had 
just bombarded somebody’s private house in the middle of the * 
itighf I’d say I hadn’t been near the place. That doesn’t mean 
anyone with any sense is going to believe them.* 

‘Thq;^ weren’t carrying weapons when you arrested them.* 
‘Probably ditched the damned things,* said the Chief Con- 
stable ‘And in any case for all I know there were others who 
got away before my men arrived.* 

‘I can assure you — ’ the Colonel began. 

‘Damn your assurances I’ shouted the Chief Constable. ‘I 
don’t want assurances. Tve got the evidence of the attack itself 
nnd I have twelve men trained in the use of the weapons 
needed for that attack who admit that they attempted to force 
an entry into the Lodge last night. What more do I need? 
They’ll appear before a magistrate in the morning.’ 

The Colonel had to admit that the circumstantial evi- 
dence ... 

‘Circumstantial evidence, my foot, snarled the Chief Con- 
stable, ‘they’re as guilty as hell and you know it.* 

‘I still think you ought to look into the business of the civil 
servant who gave them their instructions, said the Colonel 
despondently as he left. ‘I believe his name is Dundndge.’ 

*1 have already attended to that,* the Chief Constable told 
him ‘He is in London at the moment but I have sent two 
officers do\\Ti to bring him back for questiomng < 

But Dundndge had already spent five hours being questioned 
by Mr Rees and Mr Joynson and finally by the Minister himsclL 
'All I did was tell them to climb into the arch and hold Blott 
nil the pohce could come and evict him legally, he explained 
over and over again. ‘I didn’t know* they were going to use guns 
and things ' 
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the wall. Well I didn’t want that so I poured oil down the wall^ 

You poured oil down the wall to stop them?’ 

Yes, said Blott, ‘ohve oil. They slipped down and then the 
firing began.* 

‘The firing?' 

‘It sounded like machine-gun fire,’ said Blott. ‘so I ranmto 

e kitchen and lay on the floor. Then a minute or two later 
t ere was an explosion and things flew around the room and a 
ew seconds afterwards there came another explosion. After 
that there was nothing.* 

I see, said the interviewer. ‘Now at any time during the 
attack did you fire back? I understand you have a shotgun.’ 

Blott shook his head. ‘It all happened too suddenly,* he said. 

I was all shook up.’ 

Quite understandably. It must have been a terrifying experi- 
ence for you. Just one more question. Was the oil you poured 
down the wall hot?* 

Hot?’ said Blott. ‘How could it be hot? I poured it out of the 
can. I hadn’t got time to heat it up.’ 

Well thank you very much,* said the interviewer and 
climbed down the ladder. ‘I think we’ll cut that last remark 

sound man. ‘It made him sound as if he would 
Have liked to have poured hot oil on them.’ 

I can t say I blame him after what he’s been through,* said 
the sound man. ‘The buggers deserve boiling oiL* ' 

* 

It was an opinion shared by the Chief Constable. 

What do you mean, a police support role?* he shouted at ' 

^ ^lonel from the Commando Base who came up to explain 
that he had been ordered by the Ministry of Defence to send a 
team of rock-climbers to assist the police. There weren’t any 
ot my men within miles of the place. You send your killers in 
armed with rockets and machine-guns and blow bell out of . . 

My men were without any weapons,* said the Colonel. 

The Chief Constable looked at him incredulously. Tour men 
were without weapons? You can stand there and tell me to my 
face that your men were unarmed when I’ve seen what they did 
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gardener from his home hy bombarding it wth machine-guns 
and anti-tanh weapons ’ 

‘But I didn’t tell them—’ 

‘Shut up/ roared the Minister. ‘You’re fired, you’re 
sacked . . / 

* 

‘You’re under arrest/ said the detective who was waitmg 
outside Mr Rees’ office when Dundridge finally staggered out. 
Dundridge went down in the lift between two pohce officers. 

Mr Rees sat down at his desk with a sigh 
‘I told you that stupid bastard would hang himself,’ he said 
'vith quiet satisfaction. 

‘What about the motorway?’ asked Mr Hoskins. 

‘What about it?’ 

‘Do you think we can contmue with it?’ 

‘God alone knows/ said Mr Rees, ‘but frankly I doubt it. You 
seem to forget there’s another bye-election due in South Wor- 
fordshire/ 

It was not a pomt that had escaped Lady Maud’s attention. 
While the reporters and cameramen still swarmed about the 
Lodge, photographing it from all angles and mterviewing Blott 
from the tops of ladders hired for the purpose, she had been 
applying her mind to the question of a successor to Sir Giles. A 
meeting of the Save the Gorge Committee was held at General 
Burnett’s house to discuss the next move. 

‘Stout fellow, Blott,’ said the GeneraL ‘for an Eyetie. Re- 
markable, standing up to a bombardment like that. They used 
to run like rabbits in the desert.’ 

‘I think we all owe him a debt of gratitude for his sense of 
duty and self-sacrifice,’ Colonel Chapman agreed. ‘Frankly I 
think this latest episode has put the kybosh on the motorway. 
They’ll never be able to carry on with it now. I hear there’s a 
proposal for a sit-in of conservatiomsts from all over the 
country outside the Lodge to see that there’s no repetition of 
this disgraceful action.’ 
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Neidier Mr Rees nor the Mmister was impressed. 

‘Let us just look at your record/ said the Mim'ster as calmly 
as he could. ‘You were appointed Controller Motorways Mid- 
lands with specific instructions to insure that the construction 
of the MlOl went through with the minimum of fuss ^d- 
bother, that local opinion felt that local interests were being 
looked after and that the environment was being protected. 
Now can you honestly say that the terms of reference of your 
appointment have been fulfilled in any single particular?’ 

‘Well . . said Dundridge. 

‘No you can’t,’ snarled the Minister. ‘Since you went to Wot- 
ford there have been a series of appalling disasters. A Rotarian 
has been beaten to a pulp in his own house by a demented 
demohtion expert who claims he was incited . . 

‘I didn’t know Mr Bullett-Finch was a Rotarian,’ said Dun- 
dridge desperately trying to divert the floodwaters of the Min- 
ister’s mounting fury. 

‘You didn’t know . . ,’ The Minister coimted to ten and took a 
sip of water. ‘Next, an entire village has been wrecked . . ! 

‘Not an entire village/ said Dundridge. ‘It was only the High 
Street.’ 

The Minister stared at jiitn maniacally. ‘Mr Dundridge, he 
said finally, ‘you may be able to make these fine distinctions 
between Rotarians and human beings and entire villages which 
consist only of High Streets and the High Streets themselves 
but I am not prepared to. An entire village was wrecked, a 
pedestrian was incinerated and twenty persons injured, some 
of them seriously. And this village, mark you, was over a mile 
away from the route of the proposed motorway. A Member of 
Parliament has been devoured by lions . . .* 

‘That had absolutely nothing to do with me,’ Dundndge pro- 
tested. ‘I didn’tsuggest he fill his ruddy garden with h’ons.’ 

‘I wonder,’ said the Minister, ‘I wonder. Still, I shall reserve 
Judgement on that question until the full facts have been ascer- 
tained. And finally at your instigation the army has been called 
in to evict an Italian gardener . . ’. No, don’t say it ... an Itahan 
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She looked round the table. Miss Peraval was the ifirst to 
agree ‘I second the proposal,* she murmured. 

‘Motion,’ Lady Maud corrected her, ‘the motion. The pro- 
posal comes later. All those in favour.’ 

The General and Colonel Chapman raised their hands in sur- 
render, and since the Save the Gorge Committee was the party 
in South Worfordshire Blott’s candidacy was ensured. 

* 

hady Maud announced their decision to the press outside the 
Todge. As the newsmen dispersed to their cars she climbed the 
ladder to the window m the Lodge. 

‘Blott,’ she called through the broken panes, ‘I have some- 
thing to tell you.* 

Blott opened the window and leant out. ‘Yes,’ he said. 

'I want you to prepare yourself for a' shock,’ she told him. 
Blott looked at her uncertainly. He had been prepared for a 
shock for some time. The British army didn’t use 303 ammu- 
nition nowadays and PIATs had been scrapped years ago. It 
Was a point he had overlooked at the time. 

‘I have decided that you are to succeed Sir Giles,’ said Lady 
' Maud gazmg into his face. 

Blott gaped at her. ‘Succeed Sir Giles? Gott in HimmeV he 
muttered. 

‘I very much doubt it,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘You mean . . .’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lady Maud, ‘from now on you will he the master 
of Handyman Hall. You can come out now.’ 

‘But . . .’ Blott began. 

‘If you’ll hand me the machine-gun and whatever else it was 
you used ITI take them down ivith me and we’ll bury them in 
tlie pinetum ’ 

As they walked back up the drive ivith the PIAT and the Bren 
gun. Blott’s mind ivas in a state of confusion. ‘How did you 
know?’ he asked. 

‘How did I know? I telephoned you of course as soon as I 
heard the firing.' said Lady Maud with a smile, ‘i m not as green 
as I'm cabbage-looking,’ 
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*I must say I was most impressed by Me Blott’s command 
of the Enghsh language on television the other night,* said 
Miss Perdval. ‘He handled the interview guite wonderfully. 
I particularly liked what he had to say about English tradi- 
tions.* 

That bit about an Englishman’s home being his castle. 
Gouldn t agree with him more,’ the General said. 

T was thinking ratlier about what he said about England 
being the home of freedom and the need for Englishmen to 
stand up for their traditional values.’ 

Lady Maud looked at them all contemptuously. T must say I 
think it is a poor show when we have to rely on Itahans to look 
after our interests for us,’ she said. 

The General shifted in his seat. ‘I wouldn’t go so far as to say 
that,’ he murmured. 

I would,’ said Lady Maud. ‘Without him we would have all 
lost out homes.’ 

’As It is Miss PercivaTs lost hers already/ said Colonel Chap- 
man. 

‘You can hardly blame Blott for that.* 

Miss Perdval took out a handkerchief and wiped her eyes It 
was such a pretty cottage,’ she sighed. 

*1116 point I am trying to make,’ Lady Maud continued, ‘is 
that I think the best way we can demonstrate our gratitude and 
support for Blott is by proposing hirn as the candidate for 
South Worfordshire in the forthcoming bye-election.* 

The Committee stared at her in astonishment. 

‘An Italian standing for South Worfordshire?’ said the Gen- 
eral ‘I hardly think . . / 

So I ve noticed,* said Lady Maud brusquely. ‘And Blott is not 
an Italian. He is a nationalized Englishman.* 

‘Surely you mean naturalized,’ said Colonel Chapman. 
‘Nationalized means state-controlled. 1 would have thought he 
was the exact opposite.’ 

‘I -stand corrected,’ said Lady Maud magnanimously. ‘Then 
we are agreed that Blott should represent the party at the 
bye-election?’ 


> 
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‘DijQScult to say really. Seven or eight years I should imagine, 
but you’ll probably be out in five.* 

He gathered up his papers and left the cell. As he walked 
back to his chambers he smiled to himself. It was always nice 
to combine business with pleasure. He found Lady Maud and 
Blott waiting for him to discuss the marriage settlement. 

‘My fianc6 has decided to change his name,’ Lady Maud an- 
nounced. ‘From now on he wants to be known as Handyman. I 
want you to make the necessary arrangements.’ 

‘I see,’ said Mr Ganglion. ‘Well there shouldn’t be any 
difBculties. And what Christian name would he hke?’ 

I think we’ll just stick to Blott. I’m used to it and all the men 
ui the family have been Bs.’ 

‘True,’ said Mr Ganghon, with the private thought that some 
of the women had been too. ‘And when is the happy day?* 

‘We are going to wait until after the election. I wouldn’t 
want It to be thought that I was trymg to influence the out- 
come * 

m 

Mr Ganghon went out to lunch with Mr Turnbull. 

‘Amazing woman, Maud Lynchwood,’ he said as they walked 
across to the Handyman Arms. ‘I wouldn’t put anything past 
her. Marrying her damned gardener and putting him up for 
Parliament-* 

They went into the bar. 

‘What’ll you have?’ said Mr TumhulL 
‘I feel like a large whisky,’ said Mr Ganglion. ‘I know it’s 
prohibitively expensive but I need it * 

‘Have you heard, sit?’ said the barman. ‘There’s fivepence off 
a tot of whisky and tuppence off a pint of beer. Lady Maud’s 
instructions. Seems she can afford to be generous now.’ 

‘Good Lord,’ said Mr Turnbull, ‘you don’t think it has any- 
thing to do with this election, do you?’ 

But Mr Ganghon wasn’t listening. He was thinking how httle 
tilings had changed since he was a boy. What was it his father 
had said? Something about Mr Gladstone being swept out of 
office on a tide of ale And that was in ’74. 
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‘Meine Lieblmg,’ said Blott and took what he could of her lU 
his arms. 


At Worford magistrates court Dundndge was charged wth 
being party to a conspiracy to commit a breach of the peace, 
attempted murder, malicious damage to property, and obstruc- 
tion of the police in the course of their duty. 

It was the last charge that particularly infi^riated him. 

‘Obstruction?’ he shouted at the bench ‘Obstruction? Who s - 
talking about obstruction?’ 


‘Remanded in custody for a week,’ said Colonel Chapman. 
Dundridge was still shoutmg abuse as he was dragged out to 
the Black Maria. In the cells he was interviewed by Mr 
Ganghon, who had been appointed by the court to conduct his 
defence. 

‘I should plead guilty to all charges,’ he advised him. 

‘Guilty? I haven’t done anything wrong. It’s all a pack o 
liesl’ Dundridge shouted. 

‘I understand how you feel,* Mr Ganglion said, ‘but I under- 


stand the police are considering additional charges.* 

‘Additional charges? But they’ve charged me with every- 


thing under the sun already.* 

‘There’s just that httle business of blackmail to be attende 
to. Now I know you wouldn’t want those photographs to be 
produced in court. You could get life for that, you know.* 
Dundndge stared at him despairingly. ‘For blackmail? he 
asked. ‘But I was the one being blackmailed.' 

‘For what you were domg in those photographs.* 

Dundridge considered the prospect and shook his head. Idf^ 
for something that had been done to him. He had been black- 
mailed, obstructed, shot at and here he was being charged with 
these offences. If there was any conspiracy it was directed 
against him. 

T don’t know what to say,* he mumbled 

‘Just stick to “Guilty”.’ Mr Ganglion advised ‘It ■wall save a 
lot of time and the court will appreciate it.’ 

‘Time?’ said Dundridge ‘How long do you think I’ll get?’ 
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Mrs Forthby shook her head. ‘I do hope not,* she said. ‘It*s so 
degrading.* 

% 

Mr Ganghon and Mr Turnbull took a bottle of champagne into 
the garden. 

‘They say that the occasion produces the man,' said Mr 
Turnbull philosophically. T must admit he’s turned out better 
than I ever expected. Talk about silk purses out of sows* ears/ 

*My dear fellow, you’ve got it quite wrong,* said Mr 
Ganglion. Tt takes a sow’s ear to know a silk purse when she’s 
got one,’ 

‘What on earth do you mean by that?’ 

Mr Ganghon sat down on a wrought-iron bench. ‘I was just 
considering Sir Giles. Remarkable how conveniently he timed 
his death. Have you ever thought about that.= I have. What do 
you suppose he was doing in gumboots in August? It hadn’t 
rained for weeks. Driest summer we’ve had for years and he 
dies mthliis gumboots on.* 

‘You’re surely not suggesting . . .* 

Mr Ganglion chuckled. ‘Fm not suggesting anything. Merely 
cogitating. These old families. They haven’t survived by relying 
on chance. They know their onions.* 

‘You’re ]ust being cjnical,’ said Mr Turnbull. 

‘Nonsense, Fm being realistic. Th^ survive, my God. how 
they survive, and thank Heavens they do. Where would we be 
without them?’ His head nodded. Mr Ganghon fell asleep. 

• 

In bed that night the Handymans lay in one another’s arms, 
blissfully happy. Blott was himself at last, the possessor of a 
new past and a perfect present. There was no railway station 
waiting-room in Dresden, no orphanage, no youth, no uncer- 
tainties or doubts. Above all no motorway. He was an English- 
man whose family had lived in the Gorge for five hundred years 
and if Blott had anything to do with it they would be living 
there still five hundred years hence. He had said as much in his 
maiden speech in the House on membership of the Common 
Market. 
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It was a white wedding. Lady Maud with hec customary frank- 
ness had prevailed over the Vicar. 

I can damned well prove it if you insist,’ she had told him 
when he had raised one or two minor objections but the Vicat 
had surrendered meeWy. Wilfrid’s Castle Church was packed. 
Half the county was there as Lady Maud strode through the 
pine^m with Mrs Forthby as hec bridesmaid. Blott, now Blott 
Handyman, MP. was waiting at the church in top-hat and tails. 
As the orgam'st broke into ’Rule Bntannia’, which Blott had 
chosen. Lady Maud Lynchwood went down the aisle beside 
General Burnett, emerging half an hour later Lady Maud 
an yman. They posed for photographs and then led the way 
down the path and across the footbridge to the Hall. The place 
was resplendent- Flags flew from the turrets; there was a 
stoped marquee on the lawn and the conservatory was a blaze 
of colour. Everything that Sir Giles* fortune afforded had been 
provided. Champagne, caviar, smoked salmon, jellied eels for 
mose that liked them, cucumber sandwiches, trifle. Mrs Fortb- 
f them all. Only the cake was missing. T knew I 

had forgotten something,* she wept but even that was found 
eventually in the pantry. It was a perfect replica of the Lodge. 

It seems a pity to spoil it,’ said Blott as he and Maud stood 
poised with Busby Handyman’s old sword. 

‘You should have thought of that before.’ Maud whispered in 
ear. They cut the cake and the photographs were taken. 
Even Blott’s speech, authentically English in its inarticulacy. 

^clL He thanked everyone for coming and Mrs 
^ catering and made everyone lau^ and Lady 
u ush by saying that it wasn’t every man who had either 
e opportunity or the good fortune to be able to marry his 

TniCt't'jacr^ 


fellow.’ General Burnett told Mrs Forthby. 
no rather appealed to him. ‘got a multitude of talents. They 
say there s talk of him becoming a Whip ’ 
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Riotous Assembly £1.25 

Riotously funny, savage and shocking 

A crime of passion committed with a multi-barrelled elephant 
Qun A drunken bishop attacked by a pack of Alsatians in a 
swimming pool Transvestite variations fn a distinguished lady's 
rubber furnished bedroom . Famous battles re-enacted by five 
hundred schizophrenic Zulus and an equal number of (equally mad) 
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'Crackling, spitting, murderously funny' DAILY TELEGRAPH 

indecent Exposure £1 25 

The brilliant follow-up to Riotous Assembly another of Tom 
Sharpe s hilarious and savage satires on South Africa 

Explosively funny, fiendishly inventive* SUNDAY TIMES 
'A lusty and delightfully lunatic fantasy' SUNDAY EXPRESS 
'All good, dirty fun' DAILY TELEGRAPH 

i^orterhouse BDue £1 .25 

To Porterhouse College, Cambndge, famous for rowing, low academic 
standards and a proud cuisine, comes a new Master, an ex-grammar- 
school boy, demanding Firsts, women students, a self-service canteen 
and a slot-machine for contraceptives, to challenge the established 
order - with catastrophic results 

Wilt £1 25 

Henry Wilt works humbly at his Polytechnic dinning Eng Lit into the 
unreceptive skulls of rude mechanicals, his nights in fantasies of 
murdering his gargantuan, feather-brained wife, half-consummated 
when he dumps a life-sized inflatable doll in a building site hole, and is 
grilled by the police, his wife being missing, stranded on a mud bank 
with a gruesome American dyke' GUARDIAN 

‘Superb farce' TRIBUNE 
' . triumphs by a slicing wit' DAILY MIRROR 



^Vhat do we need Europe for?* he had asked. ‘Ah, hut you 
say “Europe needs us”. And so she does. As an example, as a 
pole-star, as a haven. I speak from experience . . .* 

It was a remarkable speech and too reminiscent of Churchill 
and the younger Pitt and of Burke to give the front bench much 
comfort. 

‘We’ve got to shut him up,* said the Prime Minister and Blott 
had been offered the Whip. 

‘You’re not going to take it, are you?’ lady Maud had asked 
anxiously. 

‘Certainly not,’ said Blott. ‘There is a tide in the affairs of 
men . . .’ 

‘Oh darhng,’ said Maud, ‘how wonderful 3fou are.’ 

‘Which taken at its flood leads on to families.* 

Lady Maud sighed with happiness. It was so good to be mar- 
ried to a man who had his priorities right. 

♦ 

In Ottertown Prison Dundridge began his sentence. 

‘Behave yourself properly and you’ll be transferred to an 
open pnson,’ the Governor told him. ‘With remission for good 
behaviour you should be out in nine months.’ 

‘I don’t want to go to an open prison,’ said Dundridge. I like 
it here.’ 

And it was true. There was a logic about prison life that 
appealed to him. Everything was in its place and there were no 
unforeseen occurrences to upset him. Each day was exactly the 
same as the' day before and each cell identical to its neighbour. 
Best of all, Dundridge had a number. It was what he had always 
wanted. He was 58295 and perfectly satisfied with it. Working 
in the prison hbrary he felt safe. Nature played no part in 
prison life. Trees, woods, and all the gross aberrations of the 
landscape lay beyond the prison walls. Dundndge had no time 
for them. He was too busy cataloguing the pnson library. He 
had discovered a far more numerate system than the Dewey 
Decimal. 

It was called the Dundridge Di^t. 




□ 

Selected Bestsellers 
The Amityvillo Horror 

Jay Anson < 

90p 

□ 

The HoDlth Food Guide 

Michael Balfour and 


□ 

The island 

Ruby Rae 

Peter Bcncbley 

£1.95p 

£1.25p 

□ 

The Entity 

Frank De Felitta 

£1.50p 

□ 

Whip Hand 

Dick Francis 

, £1.50p 

□ 

Solo 

Jack Higgins 

£1.60p 

□ 

The Rich arc Different 

Susan Howatch 

£2,75p 

o 

Moviola 

Garson Kanin 

£1.50p 

□ 

The Green Ripper 

John D. MacDonald 

95p 

□ 

Spike Island 

James McClure 

£1.95p 

□ 

The Master Mariner 
Book 1 ; Running Proud 

Nicholas Monsarrat 

£1.50p 

□ 

Bad Blood 

Richard Neville and 


□ 

The Best of Shrdiu 

Julie Clarke 

Denys Parsons 

£1.50p 

95p 

□ 

Pools Die 

Mario Puzo 

£1.50p 

□ 

A Married Man 

Piers Paul Read 

£1.50p 

□ 

Sunflowfcr 

Marilyn Sharp 

95p 

□ 

The Throwback 

Tom Sharpe 

95p 

□ 

Wild Justice 

Wilbur Smith 

£1.50p 

□ 

, Thy Neighbour's Wife 

Guy Talese 

. £1.75p 

□ 

That Old Gang of Mine 

Leslie Thomas 

* £1.25p 

□ 

Caldo Largo 

Earl Thompson 

£1.50p 

□ 

Harvest of the Sun 

' E. V. Thompson 

£1.50p 

□ 

The Third Wave 

Alvin Toffler 

£1.95p 


All these books are available at your local bookshop or newsagent, or 
canfaeordereddfrectfromthepublisher Indicate Ihenumfaer of copies 
required andfilUntheform below 


NflmA ♦ - 

(block letters please) 

AdHrp<«! 

1 

r ^ 

•* 


Send to Pan Books (CS Department), Cavaye Place, London SWl 0 SPG 
Please enplose remittance to the value of the cover price plus 
25p for the first book plus 1 Op per^fcopy for each additional book ordered 
to a maximum charge of £1 05 to cover postage and packing 
t Applicable only in the UK , , , * 

Whileeveryeffortlsmadetokeepprlceslow, itissometimes ^ ^ 

necessary to Increase prices at short notice Pan Boo 
ihorighttoshowoncoversandcharoonBwretailprlceswhlch 

may differ from those ad vertised In the text or elsewhere 



